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Orrowing | catch the reed, and call the anuic ; 
If yet a muſe on Ruin plain abude, 

Since rapt Mus avs twa'd his parting firwa - 
With him they liv'd, with him perchance they &v'd. 
For who cer face their vieogia chin cipy'd, 

Or on the banks of Thames, or met ther wain, 
Where lis fparkles w the funny ray ? 

Or have they devgn & w plas, 

Where Camus wind> along has brouier'd vaie, 
Feeding cach blue bl! paic, 2ad daitic put, 

That fing their fragrance rovnd has ruiby Gode ? 


Yet ab ! ye ar not dead, Cricfiial Maids; 
Immortal as ye are, ye may not dic : 
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Nor is it meet ye fly theſe penſive glades, 
Lic round his laureat herſe ye heave the ſigh, 
Stay then awhile, Oh ftay, ye fleeting fair; 
Revifit yet, nor hallow'd Hippocrenc, 
Nor Theſpiz's grove ; till with harmonious tecn 
Ye footh his ſhade, and flowly-dinticd air. 
Such tribute pour'd, again ye may repair 
To what lov'd haunt ye whilom did elect; 
Whether Lycæus, or that mountain fair 
Trim Manalus, with piny verdure deckt. 
But now it boots ye not in theſe to ſtray, 
Or yet Cyllene's hoary ſhade to chuſe, 
Or where mild Laden's welling waters play. 
Forczo cach vain excuſe, 
And haſte to Thames's ſhores ; for Thames ſhall join 
Our fad focicty, and paſing mourn, 
The tcars faſt-trickling o'er his ſilver urn. 
And, when the Poct's widow'd grot he laves, 
His rceC-crown'd locks ſhall ſhake, his head ſhall bow, 
His tide no more in eddies blith ſhall rove, 
But creep foft by with long-drawn murmurs flow. 
For oft the mighty Mafter rous'd his waves 
Wich martial notes, or lull'd with ſtrain of love: 
He muſt not now in briſk meanders flow 

Game- 
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Without the loan of forme puctc wee. 


For, with thy fitcrs, thou n weeping fan 
Jn fem circle at the folema frene, 

When Death approcch's, and war's hu chon wand, 
Say how cack law l Len ns waeh"nag green ? 
How, in e r. cach flver wickhag fprag 
Mader ad the hcily channcts all among; 

While as the coral root did foftly nag 

Rei nie to ther furetly -doictul wag. 

And funk his tal R 4. 

While vocal ſhadows picatin dreams proleng , 

For fo, his fick'mng ſpirits to lea. 

They pour'd the bular of vidionary prace. 


Firit, ſent from Cam's fair banks, like Palmer old, 
Came Irres flow, with head all Glver's o'er, 
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And in his hand an oaken crook he bore, 
And thus in antique guiſe ſhort talk did hold. 
Grete clerk of Fame is houſe, whoſe excellence 
« Maic wele befirt thilk place of eminence, 

« Mickle of wele betide thy houres laſt, 

For mich gode wirke to me don and paſt. 
For ſyn the days whereas my lyre ben ſtromgen, 
« And deftly many a mery laic I ſongen, 

Old Time, which alle things don malicioufly 
«< Gnawen with ruſty tooth continually, 

« (3nattrid my lines, that they all cancrid ben, 
Till at the laſt thou ſmoothen "bem haſt again; 
« Sithence full ſemcly gliden my rymes rude, 

* As, (if fitteth thiik ſumilitude) 

<« Whanne ſhallow brooke yrenneth hobling on, 
Orir rough ſtones it makith full rough ſong ; 
„ But, them tones removen, this lite rivere 

« Stcalith forth by, making pleſaunt murmere ; 
« So my ſcly rymes, whoſo may them note, 
Thou makiſt everichone to ren right ſore ; 
And in thy verſe entuniſt fo ſetiſely, 

« That men ſayen I make trewe mclody, 

And ſpraken every dele to myne honoure. 


Mich wele, grete clerk, betide thy parting horte 


ESE 


He ceas'd bis homely rhyme. 
When · Coun Crovr, Ekax's Brphend faain, 
The blitheft Lad that ever Ny ou plain, 

Came with his reed faſt-wardling on the way, 
And thrice he buw'd be brad with eden mb, 
And thus his gliding numbers gan ciiay. 


L 
« 4+ Ah! luckkfs fwain, abs! how at thew hom, 
*% Who once like me could'® frame thy pipe w play 
« Shepherds deviſe, 2nd chear the ling"'ring mos : 
Ne buſh, ac breere, but kearne thy rovndeley. 
„As phehe wo fore tech worth to equal rhe 
+ Ah worth two high w mert luch purcuus plight | 
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II. 
* But I nought ſtrive, poor Colin, to compare 
« My Hobbin's or my Thenot's ruſtic kill 
| « To thy deft ſwains, whoſc dapper dittics rare 
f <« Surpaſs ought elſe of quainteſt ſhepherd's quill. 
« Ev'n Roman Tityrus, that peerleſs wight, 
« Mote yield to thee for daintics of delight. 


III. 
* Eke when in Fable's flow'ry paths you ſtray d, 

1 * Maſking in cunning feints truth's ſplendent face ; 
|, Ne Syiph, ne Sylphid, but due tendance paid, 

To ſhicld Belinda's lock from felon baſc, 

« But all mote nought avail ſuch harm to chace. 

« Then Una fair gan droop her princely mien. 

* Eke Florime!, and all my facry race: 

„Belinda far ſurpaſt my beauties ſheen, 
« Belinda, ſubject meet for ſuch ſoſt lay I ween. 


IV. 
Like as in village troop of birdlings trim, 
Where Chanticleer his red creſt high doth hold, 
« And quaking Ducks, that wont in lake to ſwim, 


| « And T urkeys proud, and Pigeons nothing bold ; 
| «x 
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«+ If chance the Peacock doth hs plumcs wniuid, 

+ Eftfouns thei meances beauties all docayiar, 

«+ He gh ncth purple and be ghiftfacth id, 

«+ Now with brivhe dcn, now diuc hun lt 745 2 7, 
« Such is thy beauty beiohe, alt acher brautios hwonin,, 


V. 
eren. 
* And fancies light ee 
« Lifting to chcar thee at this rachel time, 
« While 23 black Drath deck oa thy kantrumns per. 
« Yer rede avight, and if this fricudly lay 
+ Thou nathlcf; judgeft all wo fiphe and wan, 
*% Let my well-axcaniag mend my it «iay - 
< So may I greet thee with a nobler fan, 
« When foon we mecrt fur aye, 2 you Sw anakks 
« plain.” 


La# came 2 bard of e. 
And * Tuvas:s kizhe by Drvad, Fawn, o Swan, 
Whene'er he minmicd with the Center =aan, 
0 
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But ſcldom that; for higher thoughts he fed ; 
For him full oft the heav'nly Muſes led 

To clear Euphrates, and the fecret mount, 
To Araby, and Eden, fragrant climes, 
All which the ſacred bard would oft recount : 
And thus in ſtrain, uaus'd in ſylvan ſhade, 
To ſad Mus #vs rightful! homage paid. 


Thrice hail, thou hcav'n-taught Warbler ! laſt and beft 
„Of all the train ! Poct, in whom conjoin'd 

| All chat to car, or heart, or head, could yield 

«+ Rapture, harmonious, manly, clear, ſublume. 
Accept this ;ratulation : may it chear 

wv «+ Thy finking foul ; nor theſe corporeal ills 

| «+ Ought daunt thee, or appall. Know, in high heaven 
Fame blooms eternal o'er that ſpirit divine, 
« Who builds immortal verſe. There thy bold Muſe, 
Which while on carth could breathe Maonian fire, 
| Shall ſoar ſcraphic heights ; while to her voice 

4 „Ten thouſand Hierarchies of Angels harp 

4 „ $ymphonious, and with dulcet harmonies 

| « Uſher the ſong rejoicing. I mean while, 

1 „Te ſooth ther in theſe irkſome hours of pain, 

4 Approach thy viſnant, with mortal praiſe 


* To 
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« To praiſe thee mortal. Fir, fr Rhyme Gbduct ; 
+ Rhyme, crit che manic} of primary) N gat. 

*% And Chacs, Anarch old : She near their tikrone 


« Oft taught the ling clements w Chun 
+ With tenfold din ; all lag w canth when 
On firident plume, what time far Pucke 
* Emerg'd from Gothic cloud, and fincly het 
* Rekindling glcams of buftre. Her the fend 
« Oppeeſt ; forcing to utter uncouth dinge, 
„ Runic, or Leonine ; and with dire chawas 
+ Fenter'd her (carce-fedy's pinion. I fuck bonds 
« Aim'd w deftray, hopeicts that Art could ate 
&% Their thrakdom, and w liberal ue convert. 
+ This wonder to achieve Mus avs came ; 
« Thou cam'ft, and at thy magic wuch the chains 
+ Of dropt, and { pain; trange ') wit-wreathet bends 
« Of flow'rs their place fupply's which well the Mum 
+ Might wear for choice, not force , obitruchon moon, 
«+ But lov ket ornament. Wondrous this, yet beans 
+ The wonder mitts not ; vatious argument 
6 Remains for me, waccrtain, where w cull 
+ The lkading grace, where counties graces charm. 
* Various this peaceful cave ; this muncrel cont , 
% This 'cmblage mect of coral, cer, and Gin; 

| © 2 Tk: 
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« Theſc pointed cryſtals thro” the ſhadowy cleſts 
« Bright gliſi ring; all theſe Gowiy-dripping rills, 
© That tinkling wander o'er the pebbled floor: 
++ 3 ct not this various peaccſul cave, with this 
Its mineral roof ; nor this aſſemblage meet 
© (3{ coral, ore, and ſhell; nor mid the ſhade 
«+ Theſe pointed cryſtals, glitt ring fair ; nor rills, 
«+ That wander tinkling o'er the pebbied floor ; 
Deal charms more various to each raptur d ſenſe, 
«+ T aan thy mclifiuons ly —— 
| « Ceaſe, friendly ſwain ; 
({MUYUSAUC5 cry'd, and rais's his aching head) 
*% ALL FRAISE is FOREIGN, BUT OF TRUE DESERT; 
+ PLAYS ROUND THE HEAD, BUT COMES XOT TO 
« THE HEART. 
« Aa" why recall the toys of thoughtieſs youth ? 
ben fow'ry Gon held the place of truth ? 
« Fre {rand ne refign'd the filken rein, 
« And the light lay ran muſxcally vain. 
« Oh! in that jay had richeſt fancy ow d. 
& T ac iyrens warbied, and the graces glow's ; 
« Hai livchick nature, heppick art combin's ; 
& That lem cach charm, and this each charm nn d, 
„n | how intic were my proudeſt baaſt 
Ihe ſwecereſt rrifier of my tribe at meſt. 
To 


T3 


+ To fway the judgment, while be foorths the cas ; 
+ To cub wad pation in its wild carer ; 
« To wake by fbcr wack the wictut byre, 
+ And rule, with reafkon's ngous, fancy's hee: 
% Bc this the port's prac. And this poet, 
+ Take, Dulack and thy dunces | wie the of. 


— that booth taie , Wau Wing rate 727 
&% Or gilds the Gur, of the moral bay ; 
+% Which downs, the” thou, mugh Donxye | how aut 

* the hac: 
«+ But , age Hom acs ' from cach iran of thae. 
«+ Oh if lize theſe, with coniinws Freaduas boid, 
+ One Purt more bu maniy mcabures rail'd, 
+ Like theie bed furth th wignant Meade ws heave 
% The venal Ranedfman, and the need flue ; 
« To ftrip trom froaticts Vir ber frrs and firings, 
« Nor ſpare her bafſting 2 the fmle of Kings: 
* If grave, yet lively; ravonal, yer warm; 
« Clear to convince, and cloquent ts cham ; 
+ He powr'd, for Viewe"'s caule, frrome alnng 
* The pureit proces, un the forerett foag : 
« If, for her cauſe, bu bear 'n-drntind plan 
« Mars'd cach mcander in the maze of man; 
+ Camor's 
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« Unmorv'd by ſophiſtry, unaw'd by name, 
No dupe to doftrines, and no fool to fame ; 


« Led by no ſyſtem's devious glare aftray, 
That metcor-like, but glitters to betray. 
« Yes, if his foul to reaſon's rule refign'd, 
And heav'n's own views fair-op'ning on his mind, 
Caught from bright nature's flame the living ray, 
4 Thro' paſon's cloud pour d in refiftlefs day; 
And taught Mankind in was ning Pride's deſpite, 
„That God 1s wien, and ALL THAT 15 15 RIGHT : 
% If chis his boaſt, pour here the welcome lays ; 

« Praiſe leis than this is mockery of praiſe.” 


To pour that praiſe be mine,” fair Via vH cry'd; 
And ſhot, All radiant, thro' an op ning cloud. 
But ah my Muſe, bow will thy voice expreſs 
Th' immortal ſtrain, harmonious, as it flo d? 
Ill ſuits immortal ftrain a doric dreſs : 
And far too high already haſt thou foar'd. 
Enough for thee, that, when the lay was o'er, 
The goddeſs claſp'd him to her throbbing breaſt. 
But what might that avail ? Blind Fate before 
Had op'd her ſhears, to cut his vital thread ! 
And who may dart gainſay her ſtern beheſt ? 
Now thrice he wav'd the hand, thrice bow d the head, 
And ſigh d his ſoul to reit. Now 


Now wept the Nywpis , ye waving hacer 
Wan, ye windag Rrcams | the Nvmpas did wing. 
The boa 'nly Goddels wo with wars did Grep 
Her plain »< e, that ecu 4 theo ihe giades, 
And, * cruct gods,” and, * crack fans,” tbe ary 
Nor did the & pheres, thou ihe woodlands wide, 
On that fad day, or w the prafine brook, 

Nor did the wild 2uet drouee if bi ο roces 
And Ptulome! her cuſtum'd cok fortook 

And roſes wan were was 4d by zzpby:s weak, 

As Nature's lf was fick : 

And ev'ry bly droog'd ts fbver head. 

Sad tympathy ' yet fure Bis ghttul mend, 

Who chm d ll nature well anght Noor mourn 
Toro all hes ccrn ct Mus aus dad. 


IMITATION 
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Here end we, Goddeſs this your ſhepherd ſang, 
All as his hands an ivy chaplet wove. 
Oh ! make it worthy of the facred Bard ; 
And make it equal to the ſhepherd's love. 
Thou too accept the ſtraim with meet regard: 
For ſure, bleſt Shade, thou hear ſt my duleful fong ; 
Whether with angel troops, the ftars among, 
From golden harp thou call'ſt ſcraphic lays ; 
Or, for fair Virtuc's cauſe, now doubly dear, 
Thou ſtill art hov'ring oer our tuncleſs ſphere ; 
And mo ſt ſome hidden ſpring her weal to raiſe. 


Thus the fond ſwain his doric cate effay'd, 
Manhood's prime honours riſing on his check 
Tremblung he ftrove to court the tuncful maid 
With ſtripling arts, and dalliance all too weak, 
Unſcen, unhcard, beneath an hawthorn ſhade. 

But now dun clouds the welkin gan to fircak ; 

And now down-dropt the larks, and ccas'd their rain: 

They ccas'd, and with them ccas'd the ſhepherd fwain. 
IMITATION. 


Here end we, CA . 

Mc fat cu, Diver, velioum ceciaidle Poctem, 

Dum {.dct, ct gracith fiſcellam wan ba, 

Fierides : vas hes facili maxiums Gallo . 

Gallo, cvs; ane; Ec Viss. Ec 6. 
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*N — oF Wi5Dox | theu, who fray 
The throng d uical butts obey , 

Who bid' their ranks, now vanih, now appear, 
Flame in the van, or darken in the mas ; 
Nor place can fix, nu power reftrna. 

All, all s thine. For thee the car, and oye 
Rove theo” the realms of Grace, and Hammeony : 

The Senſes thee fpuntancous re, 

That wake, and thrill theo” ov'ry nerve. 
Fli vainly foft, lov's Phulome! ' would four 
The ſoothing Gdnck of thy warbled wor : 

El& vaualy fwert yur woudbune ſhade 

Wan clouds of tragrance all whe glade ; 

NOTE. 
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Vainly, the cygnet ſpread her downy plume, 
The vine guſh nectar, and the virgin bloom. 
But ſwift to thee, alive, and warm, 
Devolves cach tributary charm : 
Luxuriant Art exhauſt her plaſtic power: ; 
While every flower in Fancy's clime, 
Each gem of old heroic Time, 
Cull'd by the hand of the induſtrious Muſe, 


II. 

Hail, MEM'RY ! hail. Behold, I lead 

To that high ſhrine the facred Maid: 
Thy daughter ſhe, the Empreſs of the lyre, 
The firſt, the faireſt, of Aoma's quire. 

She comes, and lo, thy realms expand 
Full in the midſt, and o'er thy num'rous train 
Diſplays the awful wonders of her reign. 

There thron'd ſupreme in native ſtate, 

If Sirius flame with fainting heat, 
She calls ; ideal groves their ſhade extend, 


The cool gale breathes, the filent ſhow'rs deſcend. 


Or, 


ta} 
Or, if bleak Winter, frownng mand, 
Durube the wees, 2nd chill the ground, 
And cu SuRmumers Wake at hes cummand. 
Scc, ina uns ade, 
Tre ther cluuds, and azure thes, 
Sce, ipurtive £ephyrs tan the cruped rcams ; 
While, acar the Ecrct mois grown cave, 
That and befide the cryſtal ware, 
Sweet Echo, ning from her rocky bed, 
Mum the trather'd Chorus v'®" he head. 


UI. 
Riſe, hallow's MIL TON &. 8. 
How, at thy e 
How, when © deport by Age, befer with wrongs 
When * fall'n on cvil days and vil wagues;” 
Exil'd the for reign hmp of gat. 
Say, what could then vac chearing ee diffuic ? 
What frcads were thang, fave Micm'ry and the Niue * 
Hence the ri fpuils, thy Rudivus your 
Caught trum the flucrs of cation T ruh 
thae 


122 
Hence all thy claſic wand rings could exploce, 
When Rapture led thee to the Latian ſhore ; 
| Each Scene, that Tiber's bank ſupply d: 
l Each Grace, that play'd on Arno's fide ; 
f The tepid Gales, thro' Tuſcan glades that fly ; 
The blue Serene, that ſpreads Heſperia's cy; 
Were ftill thine own : thy ample Mind 
Each charm recciv'd, retain'd, combin'd. 
And thence © the nightly V ifitant,” that came 
| To touch thy boſom with her ſacred flame, 
| Recall'd the long-loſt beams of grace, 
Pp That whilom ſhot from Nature's face, 
When G OD, in Eden, o'er her youthful breaft 
Spread with his own right hand Perſection s gorgeous 
veſt. 
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r 6 WATER NYMPE 


E green-has'd Nvmphns, whom Pra's deiires 
Have grv'n w guard the ficma wool t, 
To ſped the fhocting fois ines wers, 
And call the rotcate diothoem from the bud, 
Acad. But chicf, thou Nawad, wear ww kad 
Tha fluid cryftal fparikag a 4 frown, 

Whather, ab, whicher art thou fed ? 

What ſhade is confoious tw thy wors * 

Ah, "tis you Poplans” awful gloem : 

Praun eyes can cr the ſerene , 
Can ice thy droopung head, thy wither:ng bivem , 
Ser grief dus d o'er all thy langual mwcn. 
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Well may ſt thou wear misfortune's fainting air ; 
Well rend thoſe flow'ry honours from thy brow ; 
Devolve that length of carcleſs hair; 
And give thine azure veil to flow 
Looſe to the wind : for, oh, thy pain 
To teach the echoes thy diſaſtrous fate. 
Tun, where yon Beeches' crouding branches clos'd, 
What time the Dog-ſtar's flames intenſely burn, 
In gentle indolence compos d, 
Reclin d upon thy trickling urn, 
Slumb' ring thou lay ſt, all free from fears ; 
No friendly dream foretold thine harm, 
When ſudden, ſee, the tyrant Art appears, 
To inatch the liquid treaſures from thine arm. 
Art, gothic Art, has ſciz'd thy darling vaſc : 
That vaſe which filver-{lipper'd Thetis gave, 
For ſome ſoft ſtory told with grace, 
Among th aſſociates of the wave ; 
When, in ſequeſter'd coral vales, 
While worlds of waters roll'd above, 
Of fabled changes, and of flighted love. 
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Alb ben ane 
Hu wn v thelt-wrought re poro d 4 high, 
And theace be bub> an- Nn, 
en p tw p. with talker twund, 

The forc'd calcades indignant leap , 
Now ning Bll the baton 5 meatur'd wound , 
There in 2 dull Ragnanzun dem d tory. 
W here now the vocal pebbles” gurghag wag * 
The ru fow-drippung trom ue rocky ſpring / 
W hat free meander winds along, 
Or curts when Zephyr waves ba wing ? 
Alas, theic glones are no more 
F omunc, Oh gre ms is: reverm 
The ravidh's vaſe ; Ott give me w refioce 
Its antient honours t this Apt, hien. 
Then, Nymph, again, with all their wonred oats, 
Thy wanton waters, volatile and free, 
Shall wildly wardle, 2» they plate, 
Ten fort, loquaciows hunmons. 
Where "Thou and Name bid them ren, 
There will | grazly ad ther way 
Watcher to darken in the hadowy cone, 
(n, n the mend, reflect the dancing mu 
> Fa 
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| or thee too, Goddeſs, o'er that hallow d ſpot, 
Where ſirſt thy fount of cryſtal bubbles bright, 

Theſe hands ſhall arch a ruſtic grot, 

Impervious to the gariſh light. 

In not demand of Occan's pride 

To bring his coral ſpoils from far : 
Nor will I delve yon yawning mountain's fide, 
For latent minerals rough, or poliſh'd ſpar : 
ut antique rogts, with ivy dark o'crgrown, 
Stecp's in the boſom of thy chilly lake, 

Thy touch ſhall turn to living ftone ; 

And thcic the imple roof ſhall deck. 

Yet grant one melancholy boon : 

Crant that, at evening's ſober hour, 
Led by the luſtre of the riſing moon, 
i flep may frequent tread thy pebbled floor. 
There, if perchance 1 wake the love-lom theme, 
In mciung accents querulouſly flow, 

Kind Nziad, let thy pitying fiream 

Wan wailing notes accordant fluw : 

do ſhalt thou ſouth this heaving heart, 

Tizat mourns a faithful Virgin loit ; 
do ſhall thy murmurs, and wy fighs impart 
Some ſhare of pentive pleaſure to her ghoſt. 

ODE 
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e a *® FOLUS HARP 


Seu e Af Surrutane. 


ES, magic Lyrve | now alt cumphts 
Thy fender frame ifguntine os , 
Whik khradred now, with vaduturon fait, 
 Accordant wake from 2!! thy voce! ina. 
Go then w her, who&@ Git rp 
Ab go, and footly Goth bur modes bonatt 
With many 4 wardle wild, and antiets an, 
For know, full oft, while o'er tic anadt 
Bright June extenl> buf fagrank ng, 
The fumb'rng Faw hall place ther avis bor hes, 
To court the gabs that cul the faltry place, 


NOTE 


® Thu iaforment wes Biff ii igaice by Kid Bas aaa Be as if 
Sc e aac is np & og, i. +. aw 
„„ 


E 3 123 


ee, . 


1861 


Then ſhall the Sylphs, and Sylphids bright, 
Mild Genii all, to whoſe high cat 
Her virgin charms are giv'n, in circling flight 
Skim ſportive round thee in the fields of air. 
Same, flutt'ring thro' thy trembling firings, 
And lightly bruſh thee with their purple wings 
To aid the Zephyrs in their tuncful toll; 
While others check cach ruder gale, 
Expel rough Borcas from the ſky, 
Nor let a breeze its heaving breath exhale, 
Save ſuch as ſoftly pant, and panting die. 
Then, as thy ſwelling accents ride, 
Fair Fancy, waking at the found, 
Shall paint bright viſhons on her raptur'd eyes, 
And waf: her ſpirits to enchanted ground; 
To myrtle groves, Elyſian greens, 
In which ſome ſ rite Y outh hall rove, 
And mect, and lead her thro' the glittering ſcenes, 
And all be Muſic, Extaſy, and Love. 


ODE 


11 
oO D E Wi. 


e INDEPENDENCYT. 


L 
ERE, on my aaane home mctin'd, 
Wok Was rules tes legal ws, 
] woo thee, Gonpers. On ay nuing wat 
Detcend, progutimcs Puwer | 
Aud bud thele rufibag gals of goet tubade 
Bud my Cn wul with ill thy wicace fas, 
A> you chatte Ord along Ut anpic wde 
Draw» the long luſtre of her hives lane, 
While the hun d bac it L weak wieder bluwe, 
Aud lulb old Humaze w bo deep repos. 


Come to thy Vet'ry's ardent prayer, 

No knot cunhacs thy waving has, 

No zone thy fuating vet, 
U afulled Honour decks thine open brow, 
And Candour brightens in thy mabet oye 
Th) bluſh u warm Coment's cthoreal glue , 
Thy fanile is Peace ; thy frp © Libeny : 
Thu kantcs'ft bliefhngs rnd with bind hows, 
As Spring with carckts fragramce Bhs the land. 


— — 
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III. 
A now o'er this lone beach I ſtray, 
* Thy fav'rite Swain oft flole along, 
And artleis wove his Dorian lay, 
Far from the buſy throng. 
And bad' his foul with bolder paſhons move : 
Soon theſc reſponſive ſhores forgot to ring, 
With Beauty's praiſe, or plaint of flighted Love ; 
To loſtier flights his daring Genius roſe, 
And led the war, gainſt thine, and Freedom's focs. 


IV. 
Pointcd with Satire's kcencft ficel, 
The ſhafts of Wit he darts around ; 
Ev'n t mitred Dulncfs learns to feel, 
And ſhrinks bencath the wound. 
In awful poverty his honeſt Muſc 
Walks forth vindictive hre a venal land: 
In vain Corruption ſheds her golden dews, 
In van Opprefhon lifts her iron hand 
He ſcorns them both, and, arm'd with truth alone, 
Bids Luſt and Folly tremble on the throne. 


NOTES. 
* Andrew Mared, born at Kingfton upon Hull in the year 1620, 
4 S Tor Rebear (al tr anjprojed, and an account of the cee of thet 
facie, in the Biogrophis Britannica, /. A V. Be- 


V. 

The Muſes” veſtal nee | bring : 

Here, at thy feet, the fparks | read - 

Propan wave Uby wing. 
And tau them w that dazahang blaze of Dung, 
Which glace Uemendouus on the duns of Pride. 
But, bark, methinks | bear her hallow's wages * 
In distant wills u echors er the wc , 
As tells the LA encriduan extacy- 


VL 
+ Fond Yourh' © Mazv£ii's gatrue hae. 
* Thy bumbic bereft mult oc ws adprce. 
+ Yet nownh fhil the hmbons thac, 
Sea rar thy blamekess Lye 
* Led by the anal Mule, @ownely move; 
+ And all the vernal farects thy vacant Youth 
* Can cull from bufy Faacy's Gary grave, 
* Ob bang thewr foliage rowad the fac of Tru: 
+ To arts like theft devore thy macht wb, 
* And mect its fair reward in D/Aacy's fnile. 


Vit « T6 
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VII. 
« "Tis he, my Son, alone hall chear 
« Thy fick"ning foul ; at that fad hour, 
« When o'er a much-lov'd Parent's bicr, 
« Thy dutcous Sorrows ſhower : 
« Ar that fad hour, when all thy hopes decline ; 
« When pining Care leads on her pallid train, 
« And fees thee, like the weak, and wide d Vu, 
« Winding thy blaſted tendrils o'er the plain. 
At that fad hour ſhall D'Azcy lend his aid, 
Aud raiſe with Friendihip's arm thy drooping head. 


VIII. 
« This fragrant wreath, the Muſcs' meed, 
«+ That bloom'd thoſe vocal ſhades among, 
Where never Flatt'ry dard to tread, 
1 Or Intereſt's ſervile throng ; 
| | « Receive, thou ſavour d Son, at my command, 
4 * And keep, with ſacred care, for D'Ancy's brow * 
1 « Tell him, twas wove by my immortal hand, 
« 1 breath'd on every flower à purer glow ; 
Say, for thy fake, 1 fend the gift divine 
To him, who calls thee us, yet makes thee wine.” 


ODE 


| þ 
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7. « FRIEEND 


L 
H ceale this hind pertuabre #4, 
Which, when © fours from Frcadtip - 
Wi; wc, 


However weak, however van, 

And kt me mulc upon my wo. 

Why lure me from thete pale retreats * 
Why zb me of theſe penfive fwouts 7 
Can Mick voice, can Brauiy's cve, 
C= Pantiny lowing Band py!) 

A cham fo funcd to my mind, 

A> bows thi> hollow guit of wii, 


White theo” the weſ#, where fink» the cnabs Dar, 


York Twilight Gowly fails, and wares but banacys £7 
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II. 
Say, from aMiition's various ſource 
Do none but turbid waters flow ? 
And cannot Fancy clear their courſe ? 
For Fancy is the friend of Woe. 
Say, mid that grove, in love-lorn ftate, 
While von poor Ringdove mourns her mate, 
Is all, that meets the ſhepherd's ear, 
Inſpir'd by anguiſh, and deſpair ? 
Ah no; fair Fancy rules the Song: 
She ſwells her throat ; ſhe guides her tongue ; 
She bids the waving Aſpin ſpray 
Quaver in cadence to her lay; 
She bids the fringed Ofiers bow, 
And ruſtle round the lake below, 


To ſuit the tenor of her gurgling faghs, 


III. 
To thee, whoſe young and poliſn d brow 
1 he wrinkling hand of Sorrow ſpares ; 
Whotc checks, beftrew'd with roſes, know 
No channel for the tide of tears ; 


{3s} 


To thee you Abbey dank, and loar, 
Where wy chams cach mouklr:ng tone 
That aods o'er many a Marnyr's wab, 
May caft 2 furmalable glouum. 
Yet Some there are, who, free from fear, 
Could wander thro” the cluitters dacas, 
Could rove cach detularee like, 
Tho midnight thunders hook the pile ; 
And dauntkts view, of fem ww view, 
(As tauztly flaſh the geen, biuc) 
Thin fan ring Ghotts from yownang chum hoes, 


Iv. 
Burt fuck terrific chars a5 thee, 
| ak not yet: My fGober nd 
The fainzcr forms of Gduck plate ; 
My forrows are of folter hind. 
They” this fill valley ket me e 
Rape in fome firawn of penfive Ga ay : 
Who lofty Gen bears lun, 
The conte hgazty of Song , 
And, fcornang trum th: tieret hore 
, | To waſte 2 note aa Pride os Power, 
F 2 22 
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Roves thro” the glimmcring twilight gloom, 
And warblcs round cach ruſtic tomb 
He, too, perchance [for well I know, 
His heart can melt with friendly woe ) 
He, ton, perchance, when theſe poor limbs are laid, 
\\ il] heave one tuncful figh, and footh my hov'ring 
Shade. 


ODE 
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* On the hr AAN. 


L *. 
Pragicies des: the Trane Gils: 
O The golden Ciry =. 
Formor 144 breaks th Avengers wed. 
The Son ff Wrath, whot abies hand 
Hurl'd Defulgton ver the kad, 

Has rue bu raging rac, bus clus ds the one of bluad. 
Chat m d around borhvid whos vwaangarth 4 Lock ; 
Nut ipread the guardian thick, avs Lit the luyval bwasd. 
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* Thus Oer 4 free eee tf Part of the eee 
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b 8. 
He falls; and Earth again is free, 
Hark ! at the call of Liberty, 
All Nature lifts the choral ſong. 
The Fir-trecs, on the mountain's head, 
Rejoice thro” all their pump of ſhade ; 
The lordly Cedars nod on ſacred Lebanon: 
Tyrant they cry, ſince thy fell force is broke, 
Our proud heads pierce the ſkics, nor fear the wood- 
man's ſtroke, 


Her ſhadowy Heroes all, 

Ev'n mighty Kings, the heirs of empire wide, 
Riüng, with ſolemn ftate, and low, 
From thcir ſable thrones below, 

Mect, and inſult thy pride. 
| REFERENCES. 


1# Antifirophe, the wwbuls Earth « &t off, tes. ver, 7, . 
uit Epode, Hol! from beneath i wowed for thus, K. wal, 10, . 


What 


[9] 
What, duſt thou join ww ghatitly rain, 
A fling hadow light, and van ? 
ic > thy pomp, thy es thovny, 
Thy revel dance, and wanton fong * 
Proud King | Corruptien taftens on thy bread; 
And call> her crawhag brood, and bee them hace the 
tcatt. 


| IL . 
Oh Lucifer ! thou radiant fas ; 
Son of the Morn, Wo rofy cas 
Flam'd foremott in the van of day: 

How art thou fall'n, thou King of Light? 

How fall'n from thy merdian height | 
Who faid' the diſtant poles hall bear me, and obey, 
High, o'er the ta, my fGpphoce thous hall grow, 
And, a Jtnov an's lt, my voce the eas as hall buw. 


IL 2. 
He ale, be died. Diftain'd with gore, 
R. you yawning Cavern hu, 


RKREFERENLSCESL 


24 n Mos ave dies foalks fros Shown, @s. war 12. 3 bes 
woo. 


, Iu wes fe @ wenget Gus - ts, & > 
* 


Ne. 


Wo woo ell ou —J OW 
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| See, where his livid corte is laid. 
The aged Pilgrim paſfing by, 
Surveys him long with dubious eve ; 
And muſcs on his fate, and hakes his reverend bead. 
Juſt heav'ns ! is thus thy pride imperial gone ? 
Is this poor heap of duſt the King of Babylon ? 


II. 3. 
Is this the Man, whoſc nod 

Made the Earth tremble : whoſe terrific rod 

Levell'd her lofricft citics * Where He trod. 
Famine puriu d. and frown's ; 

"Till Nature groaning round, 

Saw her rich realms transtorm'sd to deſerts dry; 
While at his crouded prifon's gate, 
Graſping the keys of Fate, 

Stood ftern Captivity. 
Vun Man ! bchold thy ri-htcous doom ; 
Behold cach neighd'ring monarch's tomb ; 
Tax trophicd arch, the breathing buſt, 
The laure! fhades ther facred dun: 


REFERENCES. 


24 Epade, JL this ts mae ths: made ibs Earth rondds, &c. wer. ub, 
1 , 25. 


Waile 
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While thou, vile Out-c2#, on this boftile plan, 
Moulder't, 2 vulgar corte, among the vuhgas fan. 


II. . 
No trophic arch, enen buft, 
_ Shall dignify thy rampicd dudt - 
No laurel fourth os thy grave. 
For why, proud King, thy curhicfs hand 
Hurl'd Defolarion o'er the had, 
And crufh's the fubyect race, whom kiags at born w ave 
Frernal Lnfamy hall blaft thy name, 
And all thy funs hall hire they nous F acher's (hwme 


HL 2. 
Rite, purple Shaugheer | funous re ; 
Cafold the twirer of thine eyes ; 
Dart thy rviadicbve fhafts anmund - 
Let nw frage land 2 fhade affoed, 
No coaquer'd Natzans call them Loos, 
Nor let thei: cities rife to: curte the guedly ground. 


REFERENCES 
© Saophe, 72K .. 
„ 


G Fe 


[4] 
For thus JeHovan ſwears; no Name, no Son, 
No remnant, ſhall remain of haughty Babylon. 


II. 3. 

Thus faith the rightcous Lord: 
My Vengeance ſhall unſheath the flaming ſword ; 
Ofer all thy realms my Fury ſhall be pour d. 

Where yon proud city ſtood, 

I'll ſpread the ſtagnant flood ; 
And there the Bittern in the ſedge ſhall lurk, 

Moaning with ſullen firain : 

While, ſweeping o'er the plain, 

Deſtruction ends her work. 

Yes, on mine holy mountain's brow, 

I'll cruſh this proud Aſſyrian foc. 

Th' irrevocable word is ſpoke. 

From Judah's neck the galling yoke 
Spontaneous falls, ſhe ſhines with wonted Rate ; 
Thus by MYSELF 1 fwear, and what I fwear is Fate. 


REFERENCES. 


% Epode, u 14 Lord, I will #/jo mak i @ prffifin for the Biitern, 
Ac. VEL, mii, 23, , 35, 26, 27, 
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RN SS VV DO T2 


7 „ YOUNG NOBLEMAN 
Leaving ihe Unroerfetyy 
R E ver, ingenuens Youth, thy Srps reve 
E From Cam's Gnooeh margin, eren. 
Whore Scerrnce call'd thee to ber hadions quan, 
And met thee mutng in ber chunthers pale , 
Oh | bet thy friend (20d may be beat the nome) 
Bro arhe from has anthers reed one parting hoy , 
A lay like thus thy carty V anues chan, 
And the tet voluntary } remitheg pay. 
Yet know, the name arrives, the dangrrmous name, 
When a! tote V wiees, oprnang now © tacs, 
Traniplantre to the world + wempetbuous chuine, 
Mutt ican each Padbon » duift rows breach W bes. 
Thee, if Ambitios pefiitent and pale, 
Or Luxury ſhould taint ther vernel gluw, 
u cold Seli-aaccreft, with her chilling gale, 
Show but 2 watviting biudums ce they blow, 


11 
Iii hues, by Art, or Faſhion ſpread, 
Their genuine, fimple colouring aud fupp!r, 
(Oh ' with them may theſe laureate honours fade ; 
And with them (if it can) my Friendfhip die. 
Then do not blame, . tho thyſelf inſpire, 
Cautious | firike the panegvric firing ; 
The Mut full oft purſues u meteor fire, 
And, vainly vent rous, foars on waxen wing. 
Too attively awake at Frendfhip's voice, 
The Poet's boſom pours the fervent train, 
Tin fad Refletion blames the hafty choice, 
And oft invakes Oblivion's aid in van. 
Cal! we the Shade of Ports, from that bleft bower 
Where thron d he fits with many a tunetul Sage; 
Aſk, if he nc er bemoans that hapleſs hour 


When Sr. Jon name * illumin's Glory's page ? 


Aſk, if the wretch, who dar d his mem'ry ftain, 
Aſk, if his country's, tus religion's for 

Dei d the meed that Manieno” fail's to gain, 
Tuc dcathic!: meed, he only could beſtow ? 


r. 
* &liudang w th coupict of Mr. Porn 's, 


To Care Vieoi pac one beonct has, 
C ic av Country 4 Noh ag Hi. 


17 


ham the mite grout 
( nate the creat rwaſhine of bs: dee #,Þ 
Fin now, repennant of bis exring Lays, 
He bene 2 th 200+ the rakes of ot 
IH Pore thro” Frendbp . 
Vip Davoees ; hack, whene'es be: ings, 
How Aculaon drops ber courthly dew 
On ried Rhvmers, 2nd nghwmwns Kings. 
Sr, from the depelts of bus endanf#ikt mane, 
Us ghrering Wies the tune tu Mr ret thecees , 
Where Fear, or Intere## buds, behold they frne ; 
Now grace SCROMWELL 5, now 2CHARLES + brows. 


Bn with two grnerous, of tw mean nt. 
lues ' in vain W thee thee forces were ent 
Thy iwenreft numbers but 2 willing Art, 
I ftmplet Love, if Truth ct ins Lays, 
Wuaibles 3 melody nc'er heard from thane - 
Nu to dug with te, os venal praite, 
Was Panxeii's mobkct fone, and may be ma 
Go then, my Friend, nor let thy candid break 
Condemna me, it 1 check the plautive finag ; 
Go to the wayward world ; complete the oth ; 
b, viz the pereft Nuke would wh to fag, 
| K. 
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Be ſtill chyſelf ; that open path of Truth, 
Which led thee here, let Manhood hom purſue ; 
Retain the ſweet famplicity of Youth, 
And, all thy virtue dictates, dart to do. 
Still ſcorn, with conſcious pride, the maſk of Art; 
On vice's front let fearful caution lower, 
And teach the difident, d:(creeter part 
Of knaves that plot, and fools that fawn for Power. 
Sa, round thy brow when Age's honours ſpread, 
When Death's cold hand unftrings thy Mason s lyre, 
When the green turf lies lightly on his bead, 
He, to the ampleſt bounds of Time's domain, 
On Rapture's plume ſhall give thy Name to fy ; 
For truſt, with reverence truſt this ® Sabine firain : 
+ The Muſe forbids the virtuous Man t die.” 


Written as 2753- 


NOTE. 


M. velat mort, Hon act. 
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Written in the GARDEN of @ FRIEND. 


HILE ver mv boat this hunt worcn bower 
Can Fancy Gumber ? can the twnehl Puwcr, 

That rules my he, acgkett ber word Erungs * 
No, if the blighting Eaſt deforn's the plas, 

If this gay bank av bulmy fects cnbats, 
Sti ſhoull the grove road: wo my a. 

And trend: > prompe the theme, whe ic >cuty tis 4 
For he, whoſe carckfs art tha iehage dre, 

Who >.) thei: tente brants of wonidiac dowd, 

Where bef tw chu, and buft ww ba & ind, 
How well dues Mem'ry noe the guiden da), 

What wne, rwecha'd w Mar ii” Babe. ok, 
My mimic red fiuft rwn'd the * Downca Lay, 

La, vahcard, bencarh 2 hawnhuca fade 


SST& 


Mes, co Gf Pun is wo Cite, was omwk =. 
Ace v4 3: Kahoulas — 2. — 2 — 2. 898 3. - 
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{wa there we met; the Muſes hail'd the hour ; 
The ſame deſires, the ſame ingenuous arts 
[nipir'd us both; we ond, and bleſt the power 
That join'd at once our Rudices, and our hearts. 
Oh ' fince thoſe davs, when Science ſpread the feaſt, 
When cemulative Youth its rclifh lent, 
Say, has one genuine Joy cer warm'd my breaſt ? 
Fnough ; if Joy was bis, be mine Content. 
To thirk for praife his zemperate Youth forbore ; 
He fondly wiſh'd not for a Poct's name; 
Mach did he love the Muſe, but Quiet more, 
And, tho” be might command, he {lighted Fame. 
Huber, in manhood's prime, be wiſcly fied 
From all that Folly, all that Pride approves ; 
To this ſoft ſcene a tender Partner led; 
This laurcl fhade was witnels to their loves. 
++ Begonc,” he cry d. Ambiton's air-drawn plan; 
Hence with perplexing pomp, unawicldy weaith : 
Let me na ſeem, but be the happy man, 
* Poficit of Love, of Competence, and Health." 
Smiling he ſpake, nor did the Fates withfand ; 
In rural arts the pcaceiul moments flew : 
Say, lovely Lawn that felt his forming hend, 
How ſoon thy ſurface ſhane with verdure new; 
| How 
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Henne. 
And © cr thy Ke ee 
Ven rousts came; ba coarte# blagans be bone, 
And thy nk fades with waning proryic hers + 
Then to the u. be call's wn Sraety for, 
H- pecre'd tht ogpofing cult > loxumant Dale , 
Bad \ onde crouding hawthorn hoe rect}, 
Hol, frivan wonders, hail ' and bait the Non, 
Whot native taſte thy nate charms bh |, 
And taught one heit acre to commancd 
Fach envied happinets of feene, and tha. 
| there a hill, who diffant anure bonds 
The ample range of Scarklake's prowt duman, 
A mountan d, that yon wid NA furrounds, 
But lends 2 willing beauty w thy plan 7 
And, to! in yonder path I py ov friend; 
He looks the guardian gemuns of the row, 
Muds ® the fabled Form that whilom deign'd, 
Ar Miz rex's call, un Harchcld's haunts w rove. 
or 
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Ar. 2. 
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O 4. faxr wood, ans Wwe is el cn wer , 
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Bleft Spirit, come ! tho” pent in mortal mould, 

rn yet invoke thee by that purer name ; 
Oh come, a Portion of thy bliſs unfold, 

From Folly's maze my wayward ftep reclaim. 
1 oo long, alas, my incxperienc'd youth, 

Miſied by flattering Fortunc's ſpecious tale, 
Has lett the rural reign of Peace, and Truth, 

The buddling brook, cool cave, and whiſpering wal 
Won to the world, a candidate for praiſc, 

Yet, let me boaſt, by no ignoble art, 
Too oft the public car has heard my lays, 

Too much its vain applauſc has touch'd my heart ; 
But now, cre Cuſtom binds his powerful chains, 

Come, from the baſc enchanter fet me free ; 
While yet my foul its firſt, beſt rafte retains, 

Recall that foul to reaſon, peace, and thee. 
Teach mc, like thee, to muſc on Nature's page, 

To mark cach wonder in Creation's plan, 
Lach mode of being trace, and, humbly ſage, 

Deduce from theſc the genuine powers of Man; 
Of Man, while warm d with reaſon's purer ray, 

No too! of policy, no dupe to pride ; 
Before vain Science led his rafte aftray ; 

When conſcience was his law, and God his guide. 

| Thu 
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This let me learn, 2nd learning let me five 
The lefon o'er. From that great Gude of Trac 


Oh may my ſupplant foul the boon recenwe 
10 tread une age the twvriteys of thy youth. 


Wrnen is 3548, 
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To the Rev. . HU RD. 


RIEND of my youth, who, when the willing Mug 
Stream d o'er my breaft her warm poetic rays, 
Saw' the freſh feeds their vital powers diffuſe, 

And fed'ft them with the foft"ring dew of praite i 
Whate'er the produce of th unthrifry foil, 

The leaves, the flowers, the fruits, to thee belong 
The labourer earns the wages of his toil ; 

Who form's the Poet, well may claim the ſong. 
Yes, tie my pride to own, that taught by thee 

My conſcious foul ſupenour flights efllay's ; 
Learn: from thy lore the Poet dignity, 

And ſpurn d the hurclings of the rhyming trade. 
Say, ſcenes of Science, ſay, thou haunted fiream ! 

For oft my Muſe-led teps did n thou behold] 
How on thy banks 1 rifled every theme, 

That Fancy fabled in her age of gold. 


KOTE. 
„ Thus Elegy wa prefit to the former cditons of Canarracth 
a: Gecucatory of the Pom. 
How 
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lern | cry'd, © Oh come, thou wagic Queen * 

© March from thy Greeer with from magethic wont ) 
+ Such e when Athens fr ther fill ber forme, 

+ When Sophocies thy choral Graces bed - 
++ Sow thy proud poll a> purple kengeh drake z 

++ Sow ther wolife the glut mg dagger togh ; 
« P,,- +17 with ed brow thy deep refine, 

+ Propar's te fire, w wonmngh, and ts dic. 
« Run at Boano's pianne that chural thromg , 

+ Dupiay the bukn 4 pomp, thy gokien byre , 
„Gebe hiftorc Forms the tout of hong, 

+ And mingle Aumc art with SWas22xrtan”s fre.” 
* Ah, what, fond boy, dot thou prefume w cleins #* 
Ihe Mut reply's - Miltaken fogpliant, know, 
+ To lght in SAS E5SPEAR's breatt the dazaling fame 

«+ F xhautted all Panxassus could befinw. 
*% True, Art remains ; and, if from hu tnght page 

* Thy numic power one vivid beam can frxace, 
« Procced ; and un that beſt of wiks engage, 

+ Which wands t cace w profit, and w plcate.” 
She pa ;, and Harewood's Fowers fpontancons rote , 

Soft virg1a warblings ccho'd theo” the grove ; 
Aud tr Hirst pour'd futh aff ber wors, 

The bapick perten of counnutial Love. 
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More 2wfu! ſcenes old Mona next diiplay's ; 
Her caverns gloom'd, her foreſts w . d on high, 
Wh:ic flam'd within their conſecrated ſhade 
The Genius ftern of Britiſh liberty. 
And fee, my Hun ! to thee thoſe ſcenes confign'd ; 
Oh take and ſtamp them with thy honour'd name. 
Around the page be friendſhip's chaplet rwin'd ; 
And, if they find the road to honeſt Fame, 
Perchance the candour of ſome nobler age 
May praiſe the Bard, who bad gay Folly bear 
„Her cheap applauſes to the buſy ſtage, 
And leave him penfive V irtue's ſilent tar 
Choſe too to conſccrate his fav "rite ſtrain 
To Him, who grac'd by * ry liberal art, 
That beſt might ſhinc among the learned train, 
Yet more excell'd in morals and in heart 
Whoſc equa! mind could ice vain fortunc ſhower 
Her flimſy favours on the fawning crew, 
While, in low Thurcafton's fequeſter's bower, 
She ft him diftant from Promation s vicw : 
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Yer, heticr's there by calm Conmmnemmnent”s wing, 
Pleas 'd he could fnke, 2nd, with foge Hook tt on, 
* + Sec from hu mother carth God's es, 
«* And cat his bread in peace and privacy.” 
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On t DEATH of LI D. 


E midnight clock has toll'd; and hark, the bell 
Of Neath beats flow ' heard ye the note protound ? 
It pauſes now ; and now, with riſing knell, 
Flings to the hollow gale its ſullen ſound. 
Ves ** ® is dead, Artend the rain, 
Daughters of Albion | Ye that, light as air, 
$0 oft have tript in her fantaſtic traum. 
With hearts as gay, and faces half as fair: 
For ſhe was fair beyond our brighteſt bloom : 
{This Envy owns, fince now her bloom is fled) 
Fair as the Forms, that, wove in Fancy's loom, 
Float in hight viton round the Pact's head. 
Whene'er with foft ferenary he ſmil'd, 
Or caught the orient bluſh of quick furprize, 
How ſweetly mutable, how brightly wild, 
The laguid luftrc darted from her eves ? 
Each look, cach motion wal d z new-born grace, 
That cer her form ids tranſient glory caft : 
Some lovelier wonder n wiurp d the place, 
Chas's by a charm full cer thas the -K. 
That 
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That bell again | It wells is what the 
On what the was mo more the @ram prodonm- 
Luxunant F ancy pauſe an hows Bhe hes 
D-mands the tribute of 2: ferwowrs Sworn 
Mania chwons it from that Gblc beer, 
Where cold and wan the $nmborer it ber Þ &, 
In Mit (mall whitpers to orfiections » on, 
She bene, the ert of the: Yu 
Os carch the awfel noms, and bit them honed ; 
Proclum the theme, by Sage, by Fat worn © 
Hear ad, we Young, v< Van, wi Gan, © Pod?” 
"Ts Nature fpraks, and Namure wilt be bond, 
Yo, ve all ear, and woublc a we hens, 
Na, high wich boabkth, yuus heart crulhar =p 
Fr'n in the mdt of pleatnr's mak career, 
| bc acne Monte ball walk aac wing. 
For Cy, than * * ©; propemes ths, 
What brighter planet on your biris ao , 
Or gave of Fortuac's gilts a ampler Gare, 
In life w Ur. of by drach wo hoke ! 
Eazrly ts loſe ; while, born on buiy wing, 
Ye by the acciar of cach varying bluon : 
Not icas, whale Niang wn the deams of ipriag, 
The wary fuem that fworps you W ihe tran d. 
I 3 2 


[ 60 } 


Tink of her Fur wer the ben nu hand 
That led her hence, though foon, by e fo flow ; 
ng at ber couch Death took his patient ſtand, 
n wen d oft, and oft withheld the blow : 
To give Reflection time, with lenient art, 
Fach fond deluheom from her foul to ftcal ; 
Teach her from Folly peaceably to part, 
And wean her from a world the lov'd fo well. 
San, arc ve ſure his Mercy ſhall extend 
To you fo long 2 ſpan ? Alas, ye figh: 
Make then, while vet ve may, your God vour friend, 
| And learn with equal cafe to fleep or dic | 
Nor think the Muſc, whoſc ſober voice ve bear, 
Contracts with bigot frown her ſullen brow ; 
Cafts round Religion's ord the miſts of fear, 
O ſhades with horrours, what with (miles ſhoule glow. 
No; ſhe would warm you with feraphic fire, 
Heirs as ve arc of Mans eternal day ; 
Would bid vou boldly to that heas n aſpire, 
Not funk and flumbe in your cells of clay. 
hnow, ve were ſorm d to ragt von azure eld. 
Ir. vom ctherea) founts of blits to lave ; 
Force then, i. cure in F aith 5 procecung ſhield, 
Ine Stung from Death, the Viet ry from the Gre: 
! 
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te the biget's mar? Away wo Yan, 
Your hopes, your fears, un douke, in duinets Grey : 
(Go forth your fouls wn foknct, grieh, of grim, 
With the tad balance of etcrnal thevp. 
ot will | prac you, wilkes as we ane, 
More than tur Proachers of your fav ris creed 
W ho proudly reckl the brazen theout of Wu, 
Who form the Phalanx, bud the bacrke bleed ; 
Nos with for more | who conquer, but ww be. 
Hear, Folly, hear; and wawmmph in the rake - 
Like you, they reafon ; not, bic you, cnzay 
The breeze of blifs, that Wide your flken fat: 
On Plcatare's gli ring fiream ye gayly fuer 
Y wur bathe courſe wo could eee eee fhece : 
They dare the form, and, through oh iwnokoment year, 
Stem he rough ty, 4d rare the WErenk » rags. 
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Is it for Glory ? that juſt Fate denies. 
Long muſt the Warrior moulder in his ſhroud, 
Ere from her trump the heav'n-breath'd accents riſe, 
That lift che Hero from the fighting croud. 
Is it his graſp of Empire to extend ? 
To curb the fury of inſulting foes ? 
Ambition, ceaſe : the idle conteſt end: 
Tu but 2 Kingdom thou cant win or loſe. 
And why muſt murder d myriads loſe their all, 
(II Life be all) why defolation lour, 
With famiſh'd frown, on this aftrighted ball, 
That thou may it flame the meteor of an hour? 
Go wiſer ye, that flutter Life away, 
Crown with the mantling Juice the goblet high ; 
Weave the light dance, with feftive freedom gay, 
And live your moment, fiance the next ye dic. 
Yet know, vain Scepticks, know, h Almighty mind, 
Who breath'd on Man a porticn of hi fire, 
Bad his free Soul, by earth nor time conhm d, 
To Heav'n, to Immortality aſpire. 
Nor ſhall the Pile of Hope, his Mercy war d, 
By vain Philoſophy be cer deſtroy d: 
Eternity, by all or wiſh'd or fear'd, 
Shall be by all or fuffcr'd or cnjoy'd. 


Wrazes ws 
_- EP.T APHS. 
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h 
On Abs. MASON, 


* Brite! Carbeura. 


holy LIMA ' all that my tal hubs erat 
Take that beſt gift which Han &© haly gave: 
To Briftol's fount | bore with trembling <ae 

Her faded form : he bow's w wite the ware 
And died. Does Youth, ducs Braury, mad the has * 

Does ſympathetic ar their breaths alarm / 
Speak, dead Mania ' breathe a firain divine - 

Een from the grave thou lt have power wo Baa 
Bid chem be chaſte, be innocrne, like thee ; 

Bud them in Dury s iphere 45 meckly awe , 
And it & fair, from vanity as free; 

As firm in inend{lig, and a> fond n love. 
Ten them, tho” 'tis an awful thing, w dic, 

("Twas cr'a to thee) yet the divad park once wad, 
H. 'n lifes itz everlafiting portals high, 

And bids < the Pure in text behold hes Gun.” 
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On the Honourable Miſs DRUMMON D, 


In the Church of Brodfwerth, Yorkfiire. 


ERE fleeps what once was Beauty, once was 
Grace ; 

Grace, that with tenderneſs and ſenſe combin d 
To form that harmony of foul and face, 

Where beauty ſhines the mirror of the mind. 
Such was the Maid, that in the morn of youth, 

In virgin innocence, in nature's pride, 
Bleſt with cach art that owes its charm to truth, 

Sunk in her Father's fond embrace, and died. 
He weeps : Oh vencrate the holy tear 

Faith lends her aid to caſc afliftion's load ; 
The Parcat mourns his Child upon her bier, 

The Chriſtian yicles an Angel to his Gos. 
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EL FRI DA: 


Written on the Moors 


OF THE 


ANCIENT GREEK TRAGEDY. 


Firſt publiſhed in the year 2758 


Tie ARGUMENT. 


DGAR, K:ng if England, hoving beard the beauty 
of Laonene, dugite of Oncan, Eari of De- 
ATHELWOLD ts the father" caftly, to diſcover whether 
| Fame 
and if ſhe was, ts offer hor 


bes 
ATHELWOLD, „ fecrng hor, fell — — 
her bumnjelf , and eren hey , comvenrng ber . 


the conſe of it. His arrival en the Drans. The 
incidents, which ave produced by ATHELWOLD | roars 
frun court (who was abjont when OnGAR cane tn us 
«. 's ) and afterwards by the waeup< ted wijts of the King, 
form the Erix0Dt of the Tragedy ; the fergned paroan of 
ATHELWOLD, drown from the King by the carngt in 
rue of Eurnina, brings an the Pinipatia, & 
range of fortune; and the fingit combat betas the 
King and ATHEL WOLD, ins winch the after 14 foam, «cn 
n ELynina © tele the vow, winch armpotirs is 
CATASTROPHE, 


— — — 
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PERSONS of the DRAMA. 


Oncar, Earl of Devonſhire. 
Cnonus, of Britiſh Virgins. 


Erato, Daughter to OnGan. 


ATHELWOLD, Huſband to Elyraipa. 

Epwin, a Meſſenger. 

EpGas, King of England. 

Oncan, diſguiſed in a Peaſant' Habit, ſpeaks the 
Prologue. 

Scext, a Lawn before ATHELwoLD's Cafe in Hare 
word Faref. 
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DRAMATIC POEM. 


ORGAR. 

OW anubly docs this venerable wood, 

ck with the glunes of the cricns fan, 
Emboulum yor fair mankon ' The folt an 
Sm with mott cual and wmp raw beeath , 
And, as | wead, the fow'r-befponkkesd han 
Scads up 4 gale of fragrance, I ould gael, 
If cer Content drivn'd wife mental chae, 
Tho wa her per of Ecarctt refidunce. 
Grane Heas'n ! 1 fad it fuch. "Fis aow three monehs, 
Lace ü Eart Arias WoLd cipous'd my daughter. 
He then betagte, for fore hetke pace 
The auprals mvhe be fecrer ; many rafons, 
He aid, wnduc's w this : I made nw pauſe, 
Burt, teckng on hu prudence, to his wall 
(i.e btulute concurrence. Soon as marmed, 
1: ws 24 ſecret Zak convey's Eurnieas , 

L Cau 
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Convey'd her as by ſtealch, enjoy'd, and left her : 
Yet not without I know not what excuſe 
Of call to court, of EDGar's royal friendfhip, 
And England's welfare. To his prince he went ; 
And fince, as by intelligence I gather, 

He oft returns to this his cloifter'd wiſe 3 
But ever with a privacy moſt ſtudied ; 

His viſits, as they're tol'n, arc alſo ſhort ; 
Seldom beyond the circuit of one ſun ; 

Then back to court, whilc ſhe his abſcace mourns 
Full many a lonely hour. I brook not this. 
Had ATHELWOLD eſpous d ſome baſe-born peaſant, 
This uſage had been apt: but when he took 
My daughter to his arms, he took 2 virgin, 
Thro' whoſc rich veins the blood of Braſh Kings 
Ran in unſullicd ſtream. Her lincage ſure 
In EpGar's court. ELrziba's beauty too 
(1 ſpeak not from a father's fooliſh fondneſs) 


No vulgar glory on that beauty's maſter. 
This ad beſpeaks the madman. Who, that own'd 
An 
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An em'rald, jaſper, or rich chryſwhee, 
Would hide ins huffire, or nor bid © blaae 
Conſpacuous on his brow * Hiply Ariel wolo 
May have cſpous'ds forme other. "Sdrarh be wt nos. 
y former frats in ume muſt have ein 4 wn, 
That OnGan, while he liv'd, would acver prove 
A traitor to his honour. If be han | 
This aged arm is not f© much waiting 
By lack ning years, but juſt revenge will brace in, 
Aud, by yon awful heav'n—Buc bold, my mage. 
1 came to ſearch into tha matter coully. 
Hence, to conceal the facher and the cart, 
This pilgrim's nf, and rip, wad all theft marks 
Of vagrant poverty. 
CHORUS (wa) 
Haul to thy living ligt, ambrokal Men! 
All ha! thy roieat cay ' 
ORGAR 
But hark, the found od (wertet mundreily 
Breaks on mine car. The females, I fppot, 
Whom ATHELWOLD has leſt my child”s amcndants , 
That, when the wails the abſence of ber hood, 
May fea} away her woes. Ser, they approach : 
L 2 Thus 


1761 
This grove ſhall ſhroud me till they ceaſc then ſtrain : 
Then I'll addreſs them with forme feigned tale. 
| [Me retires. 
CHORUS. 
ODE. 
. .. 
Hail to thy living light, 
Amirofial Morn ! all hail thy rofcat ray: 
That bids young Nature all her charms diſplay 
In varied beauty bright; 
That bids cach dewy-ſpangicd flowret ric, 
And dart around its vermil dies ; 
P. s filyer luſtre grace yon iparkling ude. 
That winding warbles down the mountain fade. 
L % 
Away, ye Goblins all. 
Want the bewilder'd travcilcr to daunt; | 
Whoſe vagrant feet have trac d your fecret haunt 
Belide fome lonely wall, 
Or ſhattcr'd ruin of a mois-grown tower, 
Where, at pale midnight's ſtilleſt hour, 
Tuo each rough chink the ſalemn orb of night 
Pours momentary gicams of trembling light. 
Au, 


Unkolds the fecne of glory w our cye, 

Where, thron'd in antics mazeddy, 
The cherud Beauty hits on Nature's ruth 1. 

CHORUS ORGAR. 

CHORUS. 
Silence, my fifters. Whence this radcachs,, firanger, 
That thus has promperd thang uabukicn car 
Ts liftca to cur firans ? 
ORGAR 
Your pardon, Vages: 

| cant not raden, the” | dur'd w hikes ; 
For ah ' what car @ fortify's and barr's 
Agznft the force of powerful harmony, 
But would with traniport tw fuch Meet affuluats 
Surrender iis attention ? Never yet 
He | pafs's by the night-buy”s far nee gray, 
Wa time the pours her wild and wticts feng, 
Vern ut ate nec pole and ent Fapouse , 
How could | then, with age abegard, 
Hea voce: tun d by nature farect as her's, 
Girac'd with all act's addlitzen ? 


CHORUS. 
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CHORUS. 
Thy mean gard, 
And this thy courtly phraſe but ill accord. 
Whence, and what art thou, firanger ? 
ORGAR. 
Virgins, know 
Theſe limbs have oft been wrapt in richer veſt : 
But what avails it now ? all have their fare ; 
And mine has been moſt wretched. 
CHORUS. 
May we aſk 
What cruel cauſe 
ORGAR. 
No let this hapleſs breaft 
Still hide the melancholy tale. 
CHORUS, 
We know, 
There oft is found an avarice in grief; 
And the wan eye of Sorrow loves to gaze 
Upon its ſecret hoard of treaſur d woes 
In pining ſolizude. Perhaps thy mind 
Takes the fame penſive caſt : if not, permit 
That we, in ſocial ſympathy, may drop 
The tender tear, 
ORGAR. 


121 
ORGAR 
a ill would « become 1, 
Ts ket the woes of fuck & wane as | ann, 
cr dum your deaght eyes with 2 gutyiay was. 
CHORUS 
The eye, that will not weep ancrher's mow, 
$2414 doaſt av gentler doghmet than the glace, 
That reddens in the cye-dull of the wolf. 
Let us cnticato— 
ORGAR 
| Kaow, Viegas, I was born 
To ample property of lands and flocks, 
On this fide Twecda's frcam. My your and vigour 
Achicv'd full many 2 frat of manual proweks - 
Not was my Gull ia chivalry wanoted 
la the fair volume of my tov ien love , 
Who ever held me in his bet cfizem, 
And cloſe wo his perſon. When be paid, 
What all muſt pay, w fare; and rurt liv'd EDwy 
Mounted the vacant hrung, which nave hs brother 
Fills (as loud tame cepurts) night rovally , 
1 then, vaſt fur pagrantry amd Courts, 
d down in peace among my fathiul dals, 
At my paternal frat, But ab | not hang 
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Had I enjoy's the ſweets of that reefs, 
Exe by the ſavage inroads of baſe hinds, 
That fallicd frequent from the Scotiſh heighes, 


My lands were all laid waſte, my people murder d; 


And I, thro' impotence of age unfit 

To quell their brutal rage, was forc'd to drag 
My mis ries thro the land, a friendleſ wand rer. 
| CHORUS. 

We pity and condole thy wretched tate, 

But we can do no more ; which, on thy part, 
Claims juſt returns of pity : for whoſe lot 
Demands it more than theirs, whom fate forbids 
To taſte the joys of courteous charity ; 

To wipe the trickling tcars, which dew the cheek 
Of palfied age ; to month its furrow'd brogy, 
And pay its gray hairs cach due reverence ? 

Vet ſuch delight we are forbid to tate 

For tis our lord's command, that not a firanger, 
However high or lowly his degree, 


Have entrance at theic gates. 


ORGAR. 
V bo gay this tyrantes 


CHORUS. 


1. 
CHORUS 
Alas, no trrant he ; the more our wonder 
At this hurth mundate Irn and Fur 
Have made his breaft their home. tk s « man 
More apt, theo” inborn gentieach w or 
la giving mercy's tude wo free 2 courts, 

Than with 2 thoiity and Biberal hand 

Ts that ics channel, This his proce won" heas 
The wairertal theme in EnGan's cout: 

For EnG az ranks han tt in ho hgh tou ; 
Loads him with honours, which the Eawt on”, 
As cures the golden center frautrucente, 
Only w ſpread 3 facred gale of biufianss 
Around on all. 


ORGAR 
Bcars firong reſemblance of Lord ATHELS 4D. 
CHORUS 
Man : no Briton but has beard hu fare. 
ORG. 
TZ. 
Foc this his conduct ? 
CHORUS. 
None, that we may wth 
\1 ORC Al 
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ORGA. 
Y our garbs beſpeak you for the fair attendants 
Of ſome illuftrious dame, the wiſe, or faſter 
Of this dread carl. 
CHORUS. 
On this head too, old man, 
We arc commanded a religious filence : 
Which ſtrictij we obey ; for well we know 
F.dclity's a virtue that ennobles 
Een ſervitude itdfelf : Farewell, depart 
With our beſt wiſhes ; we do treſpals much 
1 0 hold this open converic with a ſtranger. 
ORGAR. 
Stay, Virgins, ſtay ; have ye no friendly ſhed, 
But bord'ring on your caſtle, where theic limbs 
Might lay their load of mis'ry for an hour ? 
Have ye no food, however mean and homely, 
Wherewith I might ſupport declining nature ? 
En while I ſpeak, I rnd my fpunts fail; 
And well, full well, I know, theic trembling feet, 
Ere I can pace a hundred fteps, will fink 
Bencath ther wretched burthen. 
CHORUS. 
| Puccus fight * 


What 


11 
Lr 
Dre 
The Earl's Gele. and wet my heat 
Need ts behold thats white, ofd, own rand head 
Buw'd with foch amiery — Y or, we mit ad hn. 
He thee, pour Pilgrim, w you axight mag how's, 
Yer: which an obd oak fporads bas awtul won, 
Manes i brvencit tulinge, wil driunach 

The ivy, gadding from th” wnowithed frm, 
Certain cach verduart fde. There thaw mar'® =#, 
There tow, prichance, forme of our bikihout 
w beg ther tpandy — 

ORKG XX. 


Kand Has 's 
— — 
CHORUS. 

Ah | Say aut here i thank ww, 
But hate to give thine age this mcct cps, 
That done, we ds conjure thee leave the place 
With cautius fecrefy ; for was it known, 
That thus we ucipab d on wut e command, 
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Think net I'll baſcly draw down puniſhments 

On my preſervers. 1 retice, May bleffings 

Show'r'd from yon ſount of Bliſs repay your Kindnefs, 

{ Exit Orger. 

SEMICHORUS, 

Yes, ſiſters, yes, when pale diſtreſs 

Implores your aiding kand, 

Let not a partial faithfulneſs, 

Lei not a mortal's vain command 

Urge you to break th unalterable laws 

Of heav'n-deſcended Charity. 

Ak follow fill the ſoft-ey'd Deity; * 

For know, cach path the draws, 

Along the plain of life, 

M--ts at the central dome of beart-iclt joy. 

Follow the ſoft 4d Deity; 

She bids ye, as ye hope for bleffings, bicks. 

Aid then the gen'ral cauſe of gen'ral happineſs. 
SEMICHORUS. 

Humanity, thy awful ſtrain 

Shall cver greet our car, 

Sonorous, fweet, and clcar. 

And 25 amid the ſprightly-ſwelling train 

Of dulcet notes, that breathe 
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From flute os le, 
Thc dcp bale roi is manly aciody, 
Guuing the tunciul hor , 
Sy thou, Humanity, halt lead along 
Th' a-cordamt pathons un the axocal ng, 
Aud give ous mental COncErt Whclt daciunny. 
CHORUS. 
But fee, Eiraina comes. 
Should we again refume our formes iran, 
Aud hail the Morn that paints her walking Beaunics 
Or #y her gentle budding ? Raches thay; 
For, a 1 think, the Gems in prafive mocd ; 
And there ae tunes, When to the growing wal 
} . 'u harmony 5 hartkack. 
ELFRIDA, CHORUS 
ELFRIDA. 
Oh my Vugas, 
Wu what 2 leaden and retarding woight, 
Does Expectation lead the wing of Tame ? 
A, how have their theee dull hows crepe on, 
$.acc fit the crunton mantle of the morn 
Skaned you gay horizen ? Sub, my Friends, 
Have | mifcounted ? Did act ATHELWOEAD 
A! parung fix ths morn fas hs mas ? 


| 
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This dear long-wilh'd for morn He did, be did, 
And ſcal'd it with a kiſs; I could not err. 
And yet he comes not. He was wont outftrip 
The ſun's moſt carly ſpeed, and make its rifung 
To me unwith'd and needleſs. This delay 
Creates ſtrange doubts and icruples in my breaft. 
Courts throng with beautics, and my ATHELWOLD 
Has a foft, ſuſceptible heart, as prone 
To yield its love to ry ſparkling eye, 
As is the muſk-roſc to diſpenſe its fragrance 
To ev'ry whiſp'ring breeze ; perhaps he's Halte, 
Pcrhaps Euraipa's wretched, 

CHORUS, | 

See, Erato, 

Ah ſce ! how round von branching clas the ivy 
Claſps its green folds, and poiſons what ſupports it, 
Not leſs injurious to the ſhoots of Love 
Is fickly jealouſy. 

ELFRIDA. 
My mind nor pines 
With jealouſy, nor reſts ſecure in peace. 
Who loves, mult fear ; and ſure who loves like me, 
Muft greatly fear. 


CHORUS. 
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CHORUS. 
Yet whener the cauſe ? Your Lact 
Has ever yet (thus lathe devacd exceyasd) 
Born punctual tw appornement. Did bas oye 
Gus with Its n puſſhon when be ift wo, 
Than at the feſt bliuft mernng * No! 1 marks han, 
tl. ung glance was that of fervent wc, 
Aud coattancy waaker'd. Do cot frac han. 
ELFRIDA 
| Gould not fras bum, were boo proient Ray 
The caly cauſe. Alan, © & act & 
Why comes my Eat & fecrer ts thee ame * 
Why, dur becaule be diced ths jult ieprune® 
Of Gome deluded fair one * Why an | 
ter hrowded up, Mae the pale V cunt, 
Who knows av vildant, ave the las ow!, 
Ian wghtly leaves dis wy throwded wil, 
And fails on flow wing thru the clutter A the>, 
Lit ning her Guacly orifens * Why n 
Deuy'd to follow my departed Load 
u den et his duty calls hum tw ths palace ? 
CHORUS. 
C-ct not that ; the nublett provf of love 
U at ATHELWOLD Can give, is Bill w guard 


You; 


16 1 
Your beauties from the blaſt of cownly gales. 
| The crunſon bluſh of virgin modeſty, 
4 The delicate ſoft tints of innocence 
: There all y off, and leave no boaſt behind 
But well-rang'd, faded features. Ah, Etrnina, 
Should you be doom d. which happicr fate forbid ! 
To drag your hours through all that nauſcous ſcene 
Of pageantry and vice, your purer breaſt, 
True to its virtuous reliſh, ſoon would hcave 
A fervent ſigh for innocence and Harcwood. 
| ELFRIDA. 
| You much miſtake me, Virgins ; the throng'd palace 
| Were undeſir d by me, did not that palace 
| Detain my ATHELWoOLD. If he were here, 
. To ſtately columns ; theſe gay-liv'ried flow'rs 
1 To troops of gallant ladies ; and yon deer, 
| That jut their antlers forth in ſportive fray, 
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To armed knights at jouſt or tournament. 
1 If ATHELWOLD dwelt here ; if no ambition 

f Could lure his teps from love, and this ftill foreſt 3 
If I might never moan his time of abſence, 
| Longer than that which ferv'd him for the chaſe 
i Or of the wolf, or flag; or when he bore 
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DF 
And thele alone, be love's et e l, 
| hould not have one thuwght remote Lum EIL 

CHORUS. 
And would you with that ATHzs wot eg 
The weal of England, and on theſe light wys 
Waſte his vavalucd haws ? No, foad Eirnina; 
i active foul i wing'd for aoblcr hgh. 
ELFRIDA 
What then, mult tagland's welfare bold ay Ext 
For ever from theſe hades ? 
CHORUS. 
We lay not that. 
The youth, who bathes in picabure's rempang thaw 
A: well-judg's intervals, fcels all bus foul 
Nerv'd with recruited engt, but if www oft 
H. Wim in fportive maze: theuugh the fo, 
I: chills his haguid vicwe. For this cauſe 
Y wr Earl forbids, that thefe cachannng grov->, 
He knows be has a country and » king, 
That claim his fuft amention ; yet be fare, 
Twill noe be long, eve his wabcnding mind 
- 24! loſe in fwcet oblivien > 'ry care, 
imong h' embow'rng fhodes that in) Eo ni 
* FLFEIDA 
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ELFRIDA. 

Oh be that ſpeech prophetic ; may he ſoon 
Seck che ſe embow'ring ſhades | Meanwhile, my friends, 
Sooth me with harmony. I know full well 
That ye were nurs'd in Cornwall's wizard caves, 
And oft have pac d the fairy-peopled vales 
Of Devon, where Poſterity retains 
Some vein of that old minſtrelſy, which breath'd 
Through cach time-honour'd grove of Britiſh oak. 
There, where the ſpreading conſecrated boughs 
Fed the ſage mifletoe, the holy Druids 
Lay rapt in moral muſings ; while the Bards 
Call'd from their ſolemn harps ſuch lofry airs, 
As drew down Fancy from the realms of Light 
To paint ſome radiant viſion on their minds, 
Of high myſterious import. But on me 
Such ſtrains ſublime were waſted : I but aſk 
A ſprightly fong to fpced the lazy fight 
Of theſe dull hours. And Muſic ſure can find 
A magic ſpell to make them ſkim their round, 
Swift as the ſwallow circles. Try its power: 
While I, from vonder hillock, watch his coming. 

{ Exit Elfrida. 


CHORUS, 


11 

CHORUS. 
ODE. 

L* 

The Tune wells her plan rake, 

Scquetter'd in forme fhadowy vale, 

The Lark in radiagt ether fan, 

And fwclk has wikd cxtanic acer : 
Mocanwhile oa yorder hawihiien iþs ty 
The Lanact wakes her remp"rate bay ; 
She havwnts ny folcary hide, 

Sh- rtr oa av ln be ment, 
No love-lorn grief. ret ber fa), 
No raptuees Ra bouwdly hich, 
But beit the wills, amud th' acrial thonng, 
>moth fwnple ftraias of wb oft hacummony, 
L 2, 

Sweet Bud ' hike thine our by hall tow, 

Nor gay k. nor U Sow , 

For wo thy now date, and clear, 

Cos rer hilt leads a ki wag car. 

Rec hu d this moi bank long, 

Oft has the heard thy e fong : 

Why hears not now ? What fairer grove 

From Harewood lures her devious ‚ ? 

N 2 1 
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What fairer grove than Harewond know», 
More woodland walks, more fragrant gales, 
More ftreams flow-wand'ring thro' her winding val. 
L 2 
Perhaps to ſome lone cave the Rover flies, 
Where lull'd in pious peace the Hermit lies. 
For, from the Hall's tumultuous fate, 
Where banners wave with blazon'd gold, 
There will the meek-ey'd Matron oft retreat, 
: And with the ſolemn Sage high converic hold. 
4 
There, Goddeſs, on the ſhaggy mound, 
Where crumbling torrents roar around, 
Where pendant mountains o'er your head 
(IF Stretch their revcrential ſhade ; 
_ You litten, while the holy Scer 
| | Slowly chaunts his veſpers clear, 
| Or of his ſparing meſs partake, 
4 The fſav'ry pulic, the wheaten cake, 
The bes rage cool of lumpid rill.. 
Then, riſing light, your hoſt you blcks, 
And o'er his faintly temples bland diſtil 
7 Scraphic day-dreams of heav'n's happineſs. 
Where © 
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IL 2 
V here'er thee art, enchannng Power, 
Do won wik wake in Hizewood's buwer 
, > 1 will thy ty fect be wen, 
Fravag the dow rmagrark 4 green , 
S091 thail wr mark thy geituces mor, 
Thy ght zung oye, and dmpice check, 
Among the welcome guett that anve 
Aucndant on the hat of Love. 
Ot Spe aid Sunales 2. jor wand: ram, 
Then lait, but lovehett of the lovely throng, 
I hou com't to folten, yet cure bis reign, 
u. 3 
And, hk, cvmpleting our prophetic lay, 
The et hoot rattles o'er the ary way; 
Now wn, ad rue Rcarcy lands. 
Avaunt | ye vain, delufive Fears, 
Hark | Echo tells thewugh Hamrwood's amnglct bounds, 
That Love, Canet, and ATHELWOLD appears. 


ATHELWOLD, ELFRIDA, CHORUS. 
ATHELWOLD 
Lavg . with that deighe glance of wy 
© Thus always acct my wankers. Lat theke aoms 
Thus 


1 
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Thus ever fold me ; and this cheek, that blooms 
Wich all health's op'ning roſes, preſs my lips, 
Warm as at this bleit moment. 
ELFRIDA. 
ATHELWOLD, 

I had prepar'd me many a ftern rebuke ; 
Had arm'd my brow with frowns, and taught my eye 
Th' averted glance of coldneſa, which might beſt 
Greet ſuch a loit'ring lover : but I find, 
"Twas 2 vain taſk ; for this my truant heart 
Forgets cach leſſon, which reſcatment taught, 
And in thy fight knows only to be happy. 

ATHELWOLD. 
My beſt EuyzinDa—Hear'ns it cannot laft. 
The giddy height of joy, to which I'm lifted, 
Is as a hanging rock, at whoſe low foot 
The black and beating ſurge of Infawy 
Rolls ready to receive, and fink my foul. 
ELFRIDA. 
So ſoon to fall into this muſing mod 
I thought, my Lord, you promis d you would leave 
Theſe looks behind at Court. Nay, "was the cauſe 
Align d for this my reſidence at Harewood, 
That you might never come to theſe fond arms, 


Bu: 
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But with a breaſt devoid of public care, 
And ud alone with rapture and Era 


Sad you not fo? Why then that penfive potture, 

That down-caft eye ? Surely the Cizy's din, 

Lu with you to the palace. 

ATHELWOLD 
Hear n eb. 

ELFRIDA 

Nay, my beſt Lord, 1 meant it but in fpore; 

to hou . you bud me quit thee diovening lLwns, 

F ur rome bare heath, of dicas waproples dufert, 

Bchere me, | would think © wikinets Eden, 

If ATHEL WOLD with frequent vidgaton 

Fadcar'd the favage ferns | but yer | fra 

My F ather. 


ATHELWOLD 
Hah ' why han; 
ELFEREIDA 
You know his emper , 

How jealous of bis rank, and bus trac'd lincage 

From roval anceftry. 1 frar me much, 

He will not beck you ſhould cones! me long 

in this lone privacy : No, be will deems it 
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Far unbecoming her, whoſe veins are fill's 
With the rich ftream of his nobility. 
Should it be fo, his hot and hery nature, 
I doubt, will blaze, and do ſome dreadful outrage. 
ATHELWOLD. 
He need not know it, or, if chance he hould, 
It matters not, if ſo this foreſt life 
Seem of your own adoption and free choice. 
And that it will fo ſeem, I cruſt that love, 
Which ever yet has met my wayward will 
With pleas d compliance, and unaſk'd aſſent. 
ELFRIDA. 
And ever ſhall : yet blame me not, my Lord, 
If prying womanhood ſhould prompt 2 wiſh 
To learn the cauſe of this your ſtrange commotion, 
Which ever wakes, if I but drop one thought 
Of quitting Harcwood. | 
ATHELWOLD. 
Go to the clear ſurface 
Of yon unrufied lake, and, bending o'er it, 
There read my anſwer. 
 _ELFRIDA. 
Theſe arc riddles, Sir— 


191 
ATHELWOLD 
No, for ts glaffy od oefio lng frotace 
W.! tanile with chanms two wwpoag ba 2 pale t. 
ELFRIDA 
Docs Aruriwoie dilkut Ernie,” Gab * 
ATHELWOLD 
No: but he much diftrutts Eupaies's beccy. 
ELFRIDA 
Away : you trite. 
ATHELWOL DE 
Never more n carncit, 
| would not for the throne which Eac as it on, 
That EDc as hould behuld . 
ELFRIDA 
Whas, ay Lo, 
Think you the face, that caught your hnylk hears, 
Will make all hearts its captives * Vain tame: 
Yet grant it could; the face is yours 2lone : 
Nu EnGar's lf would dare ts fize it from mou 
FEoGar's a King, and not a tyrant. 
ATHELWOLD. 
True, 
Loca“ a King, 2 juſt one; his few Govt 
Walk ver in the fore-right mad of hans 
0 
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f Nor do l know what lure can draw his flieps 
Devious from that ſtraight path, ſave only one: 
That tempting lure is beauty. Ah! Hratoa, 
Throw but the dazzling bait within his view, 
The untam'd wolf docs not with ficrecr rage 
Burſt the flight bondage of the ſilken net, 


, Than he the tics of law. Late, very late, 
i Smit caſually with young MAaT1LÞa's face, 
4 He ftrait commanded her reluctant Mother 

U To yield her to his arms : nor had the ſcap d 
j Tune violating fervour of his love, 


[| Had not the prudcnt dame ſuborn'd her handmaid, 
| To take the unchaſte office, and be led 
, Veil in the maſk of night, to EvGar's chamber 
; A counterfeit Marta. As it chanc'd, 
The damicl pleas'd the King, nor did detection 
A whit abate his fondneſs ; he forgave 
The prudent mother, ca d Markos fears, 
And led the wanton. minſtrel to his court, 
Where fhil fac ſu c 

CHORUS. 

Behold, Earl ATHELWOLD, 

1 A mcfenger arrives ; his ſpced and aſpect 
| þ Spcak ſor: important c rand. 
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EFDWIN, ATHELWOLD, ELFRIDA, CHORUS. 
ATHELWOLD 
How now, Enwis 7? 
EDWIN. 
The King, my Lord, is on his way ts Huucwood. 
ATHELWOL ÞB. 


The King 


EDWEIN. 
Hi, puri e pats throv\ Merc 
And un 2 haſty meſſage, forme rwo hows 
Was ſent you by Lord Seornie ; with! 
Commanding your atteaduace. You bring abtus, 
H. #r2-ghrway twwan'd bu court thawugh the tas wenn Tt, 
Mang w chace the Stag ; his wain &s fnalt, 
A: was his purpote fadden. 
ELFRIDA 
Guad my Lac, 
Why thus perplex's ? 
CHORUS. 
Hcav'ns ' what 2 durp Dupu 


de on his brow ! 
ELFRIDA 
The ecnct hire >» (hunt, 
O 2 Tur 
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| | But that's a trifle, a ſmall train requires 

| | The ſmaller preparation : let him come. 

. ATHELWOLD. 

. Yes, let him come : fo thou wilt fay, Euraipa, 


When thou haft heard my tale. Yes, bet hum come, 
y So wilt thou ſay, and det thy huſband periſh. 
i Vet ſhall theſc arms once more embrace thee cloſely, 
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i Ere yet thou fy them as the pois'nous adder. 

k "Tis o'er : in that embrace Euyziba's Love 
I's Was buried ; and in that embrace, che Peace 
f j Of wretched ATHELWOLD. 
|# ELFRIDA. 

196 What may this be ! 
. ATHELWOLD. 
k Oh Eowix, Epwin, when ſurviving Malice 


Shall prey upon the Fame of thy dead Mater, 
Wilt thou not ſome way ſtrive to check the Ficnd's 
Inſatiate fury ? Wilt thou fee my name 
Defil'd, and blacken'd with Detraftion's venom, 
And bear it patiently ? 
ELFRIDA. 
What means my beſt 
ATHELWOLD. 
Peace; not a word of Beſt, or Low d, or Dear: 
Thek 
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Thet arc not tithes now for thee to wit, 
Or me wo winmph in. Vinguas, mace; 
We would 2 while be privage. Nay, xouws. 
Conccalmeut would be vain ; and ye and Eawis 
Arc bound ts me. Aiaina! a hor jor, 
| Gv'd your father, when his bload was hott. 

CHORUS 
Net I. great Earth, alone, but aff ha wan 
Arc bound by cv'ry tic of fark and have 
To gen'rows ATHEL WOLD ; i that mibd maker, 
Who mer forc's our Service ww ene act, 
Bur of fuck ral fort, & Freadum's wif 
\\ wild inihngly pri vorm. 
ATHELWOLD 

It may be @; 
But where's the ue, Krain, that may had 
Thy faith and love ? 

ELFRIDA 

The firungett ture, my Lock, 
The golden, nupual tis. Try but as firengrh. 
ATHELWOLD 

I muſt perforce this infant. Ke, ELraina, 
Once, on a day of high feftiviey, 
Cruwn'd 


01 
But that's a trifle, a ſmall train requizes 
The ſmaller preparation : let him come. 
ATHELWOLD. 
Yes, let him come: fo thou wilt fay, Erato, 
When thou haft heard my tale. Yes, let him come, 
So wilt thou ſay, and let thy huſband periſh. 
Vet ſhall theſe arms once more embrace thee cloſely, 
Ere yet thou fy them as the puis nous adder. 
Tis o'er : in that embrace Erato Love 
Was buricd ; and in that embrace, the Peace 
Of wretched ATHELWOLD. 
ELFRIDA. 
What may this be! 
ATHELWOLD. 
Oh Epwis, Epwin, when ſurviving Malice 
Shall prey upon the Fame of thy dead Maſter, 
Wilt thou not ſome way ſtrive to check the Ficnd's 
Inſatiate fury ? Wile thou fee my name 
Defil'd, and blacken'd with Detration's venom, 
And bear it patiently ? 
ELFRIDA. 
What means my beſt 
ATHELWOLD. 
Peace ; not a word of Beit, or Lov'd, or Deas: 


Thee 
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Thee 270 act dul aan bu hee . 
Or me ts winmph in. Vieguas, mu; 
We would 4 while be private. Nay, xown. 
Conccalment would be vain; and ye and Eawis 
Arc bound e me. Mes as for you 
Id your tather, when Ris bluud was enk. 
| CHORUS. 
Nat I, great Earl, alone, but all this wain 
Arc bound by cv'ry tie of faith and love 
| To gen'rous ATHEL WOLD; is that mild maſter, 
Who never forc'd our Service te one ach, 
But of fuch liberal fort, as Freedom's elf 
\V vuld fanihagly perturm. 
ATHELWOLD 
It may be ©; 
But where's the tic, ELTA, that may hand 
Thy faith and love ? 
ELFRIDA 
The firungett wwe, my Lock, 

The golden, nuptial tis. Try but its frengrh. 

ATHELWOLD 
| mult perforce this inflane. Know, Exanina, 
Once, on 2 day of high &fivay, 
The youthful King, cacucks with hs Nebics, 

Crown'd 
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Crown'd high the ſparkling bow! ; and much of Love, 
Of beauty much the ſprightly converſe ran. 
When, as it well might chance, the briſk Lord Az vu Leu 
Made gallant note of OnG ar's peeriefs daughter, 
And in ſuch phraſe as might enflame a breaft 
More cool than EpGar's, Early on the morrow 
Th' impatient Monarch gave me ſwift commithon 
To view thoſe charms, of which Lord Az DU ru tongue 
Had giv'n ſuch warm deſcription : to whoſe words 
If my impartial cye gave full aſſent. 
I had his royal mandate on the inftant 
To hail you Queen of England. 
ELFRIDA. 
'Stcad of which 
You came, and hail'd me Wife of ATHetwors. 
W as this the tale I was fo taught to fear ? 
Was this the deed, that known would make me f 
Thy claſping arm, 25 twere the pois'nous adder ? 
No, let this tender, fond embrace aſſure thee, 
That thy Era love can never dic ; 
Or, if it could, this animating touch 
Would ſoon rewake it into life and rapture. 
ATHELWOLD. 
Doſt thou then pardon me ? Come, injur d for'reign, 
Plunge 


1293 1 
Plunge dcp thy fword of jullice in ths beeatt, 


And | will! dic contented. 
ELFRIDA 
Hear un aN 
What cane 
CHORUS. 
ladecd, y< contin paul, 
Ts & ye firive to Oy the cumge danger. 
t os Safety naw his war ring on yous Love, 
Like the light down wpon the Thalk's hand, 
Whach ev'ry beecze may part. Say, avdic Each, 
What fant war a d ho ball the hag + wagati acc / 
ATHELWOLD 
> a> theie thades had voil'd any Ducapiirmce Die, 
| hated buck to EoGan, hugh's ere. 
And talk's of Exiain, & &f whe brawanes; 
Os 4d no wacommes hgh ning 4 be cyc, 
No beeat that Gram'd the row, or cheuk the rule. 
The ipright!y King dekev's me, and forges bcc. 
CHORUS. 
But an And, great as ATHELWOLD'S 
Wah Oncan's daughter, fon would blaze abrcat, 
| ac theme of popular convert: 
ATHEL- 
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ATHELWOLD. 
True, it would ; 
And for that Reaſon, when I laſt was here, 
The King was taught I went to wed Erato. 
ELFRIDA. 
How fo, my Lord? 
ATHELWOLD. 
Thy Father, my Exraipna, 
I made my theme of Love; and told the king, 
That tho thy face (pardon the impious falſhood) 
Boaſted not charms to grace a Monarch's throne, 
Yet would thy dow'r well ſuit his miniſter. 
I therefore meant to aſk thee of thy father, 
And (that my want of ſkill in choice might "ſcape 
All ccnſure) hide thee cloſe in Harewood caftle. 
EDGaz with ſmiles conſented, and, I think, 
Harbours no thought of my diſloyalty. 
ELFRIDA. 
If fo, what danger now ? 
ATHELWOLD. 
Aff thou, what danger ? 
'Sdeath, will that glance not inſtantly proclaim 
My tenfold treachery ? 


ELFRIDA. 
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ELFRIDA 
He hall au fs men 
!'! tude me ua in forme ecoret humor, 
Aud robe this vicgia in my bodal vettns ic, 
ATHELWOLD 
Thy Love, like balm, runs wick"ling o'er the wounds 
Of my torn boſom ; yer "tis vain, "tu wan : 
Thou muit thyſelf appear, for Annen cover 
Attends the king, and would detect the E 
ELFRIDA 
If &, yet hill I can infure our Gafery; 
Far as you fear my foftnets of complexion, 
I Gain it with the juice of duſty leaves, 
From wee of hub will yield mc. The I'll 
And torm a thouſand method: is conceal 
The linde gleams of grace, which Name lent me. 
Feu not my caution. 
ATHELWOLD. 
Canet, buſt of Crraruces, 
G0, do then as thy tender care Eredts. 
And yet how vain ? What wend'rows art can fron) 
(* rob the wavy ringkets of thas hui 
* Os 
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Of al! their nameleſs graces ? Say it could, 
Vet would that modeſt, but majeſtic mien, 
That inborn dignity of ſoul, which breathes 
Thry' cach angelic geſture, ſtill remain 
To ſcize the heart of EpGar. Reſt, Erato, 
Reſt as thou art, in all that blaze of beauty: 
I muſt ſubmit to my juſt lot, and loſe thee. 
ELFRIDA. 
Away, my Lord, with theſe tuo anxious ſcruples : 
Fear not my carriage ; I will op my head, 
Maul out an idiot phraſe, and do each at 
With cv'n 2 rude and peaſant aukwardnefs. 
EDWIN. 
Ere this, my Lord, I think, the King has reach'd 
"The full mid-way ; twere ft you flood prepar'd 
To give him meeting, 
ATHELWOLD. 


Give him meeting, Evwm ! 


Alas! 1 have no maſk to veil my baſenefs, 
nen deep contrition ſhadows all my fou!, 

[| carnct dreſe my features in light ſmiles, 

Ind lock the thing I am not. No, theſe eye. 
Arc not as yet true vaſſal- to my purpoſe, 

As yet indeed I am but half à villa. 


FLIRIDA. 


{ 0p } 


ELFRIDA. L 
You weigh this matter in wo nie + balance. 1 
Your crune, my Lord, is bus the crime of bove : 1 
Thouſands like you have d. ö 


ATHELWOLD 
| know, Eien, 
Could hve abfolve the run, my fu! win pc” 
As maiden innwcence, Yeo, | do love wen, 
And thou ant fair beyond Bus that's ny -<, 
Thy cv'ry charm adds weight tw ay effon., 
And kcaps freſh wrwngs won ths bot of MI. 
Yes, EHM, Lens was the buſt of Mi 
Oh hdr ar foun the thought a Lock bids Dun hn 
Hoa "as ! | mult dic os horp ber. 
ELFRIDA 
Law, « tic, 

Ila thine alike. Death cannces wught abate, 
Or like augacnt, my love. Lot ths ambrown 
be wane of my worth. 

ATHEL WOLD 

Ir Quit, » bull 

Thy ev ry word and louk decks then wah, 
Secure of all thy love, and alt thy pruduncr, 
Returnang cn noe bas 2 d my . 


P 2 F «4 


t 0 


For this dread meeting : reſting on thy truth 
I go [ Exit Athebu old. 
ELFRIDA. 
Go, and thy guardian faint preſcrve thee, 
Show'r bleſhngs vaſt as would my laviſh love, 
Had I his power to bleſs ther 
CHORUS. 
Yes, my Siſters, 
The filent awe that reigns thro' all your train, 
Befits ye well, Let Admiration firſt 
Pay her mute tribute. She can beſt expreſs, 
By thoſe her kindling checks, and lifted eyes, 
Where the tear twinkles, that tranſcendant praiſe 
ELirxipa's Virtue claims. 
ELFRIDA. 
My Virtue, Virgins, 
Is only love. Or, ſay that it be virtue, 
It owes its ſource to Love, to chaſteſt Love, 
To fair and gen'rous action But the hours 
Are precious now. I'll to yon neighb'ring grove : 
There grows an azure flow'r, I oft have mark'd it, 
Which ſtains the prefling finger with 2 juice 
Of 


Of duiky, yellow und : Ins name | know not. 
Inu ferred and wry in Gait, Wai oy mewn. 


—— £ Prod 
CHORUS 
ODE 
L 
\V kcace docs ths fudden Latte ie, 


That gilds the grove ? Not like the nocanide beam, 
Nu the blue lightning 's flath ent- neu hs 
_ ies. 
But iuch 2 foiema aa Light, 
As o'er the cloudlefs azuce finals, 


When Cynthia, ing on the brow of naught, 
Stops in their mad career her alver wheels. 
II. 


Whence can it riſe, but from the fober power 
| Of Conrancy ? She, heav'n-born Queen, 
| Deſcends, and here in Hanzwood's hallow's bower, 
Fixes her fiediaſt regs : 
Stedfaſt, as when her hugh command 
Gives to the frarry band 
Their radiant Statzons in heav'n's ampic plaia. 
>tedtait, as when around this nether tpacre, 
She winds the Yarnious yas. 


T 
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Tells what time the Snow-drop cold 
Its maiden whiteneſs may unfold, 
When the golden harveſt bend, 
When the ruddy fruits deſcend. 
Then bids pale Winter wake, to pou: 
The pcarly hail's tranflucent ſhow'r, 
To caſt his fſy'ry mantle o'er the woods, 
And bind in cryſtal! chains the ſlumb ting floods. 
III. 
The Soul, which the inſpircs, has pow'r to climb 
To all the heights ſublime 
Of Virtue's tow'ring hill. 
That hill, at whoſe low foot weak-warbling firays 
The ſcanty ſtream of human pralle, 
A ſhallow trickling rill. 
While on the Summits hov'ring Angels ſhcd, 
From their bleſt pinions, the nectarcous dow's 
Of rich immortal Fame: From theſe the Mule 
Oit ficals ſome precious drops, and ſkilful blends 
With thoſe the lower fountain lends ; 
Then ſhow'rs it all on ſome high-iavour d head. 
But thou, Errs:D4, claim'ft the genuine dew ; 
Thy worth demands it all, 
Pure, and unmixt, on thee the holy drops ſhall fall. 
[ Elfrida retures with firwer:. 


ELFRIDA, 


{ ms } 


ELFRIDA, ORGARL, CHOECS 
ELFRIDA flaring acc far. 
Les ftrange, my Vage, ths Wert cad of Summers, 
Silken and foft, whoſe breath perfumes the ar, 
Mu gay veſt paints the Man, Nd in e but 
Hide tuch pollution ? Yet "tis ofters thus : 
A! 2r7c not 25 they ſeem. 
ORGAR 
Yet hear me, Lav. 
ELFRIDA 
Bc gone, wamanner'd Stranger, nor puriuc aw ; 
H-nce, from the grove. Know vo this Pio, Vin 
()z my cturn | met thn hee. 
CHORUS. 
Ala ; | 
Wc Gy hun here before, and head bas haul, 
1 hat mov'd our pity—But | tar oe wore, 
I's: £1: , wme foy perchance, aud ay Move Wand 
ORGAR. 
| kave; vet not for that aze you betrays. 
Far Excellence, wy heart = hound va you, 
| ic-! 2 wander acres in your welfce, 
Fender as Fathers fect. 
ELFRINDA. 


1 
ELFRIDA. 
As Fathers fee! ; 
That well-known voice, and ah ! that look 
ORGAR. 
Errata 
ELFRIDA. 


Yes it is him, it is my Father, Virgins, 


Bupport me, or I faint ! Oh wherefore, Sir Frome 
ORGAR. 

Take courage, Daughter, wy parental toudnels 

Prompted this vin. Thus I came diſguis'd, 


To learn the cauſe of my dear child's conkacment ; 


And I have learnt it. 
; ELFRIDA. 
Then all's loſt for ever. 
ORGAR. 


Thou know'ft, ELyzipa, next my houſe's honour, 


Thy peace has ever been my deareſt care. 

But ſuch an inſult No: I cannot brook it. 

So black a fraud ! By all my anceſtors, 

By BeL1's ſhade I will have amplc vengeance. 
ELFRIDA. 

Alas, I know too well your dreadful purpoſe. 

] knew it at the firſt, Yes, he muſt fall. 


an RF ,-& aw TIJFLy TP, mw ao .T.o 


111 


et e mes, of my pour trembling boat 
Puts op 1 kaoe not what of proy'ts and wwe 
['o ev 'ry prying Gas. Celitial Gucndions 
% uuptial Conttiacy ) Oht bend from Mow 4 
rr 
nat begs ye ne, neee 
H.- lord, r... 
ORGAR 
Hutdaad ' 'ocaih wit buddans ” 
| ATHEL WOLD thy huſband ? Sons call 
T'v onpeached thief wwe mater of the buwiy 
H. ule, or anvader'd for. Didduia the Vile ; 
An hclp me to revenge ther. 
CHORUS. 

Thank, great Eu, 
D ſhe not tea befuce the ballow's home 
Ereraal fealty wo this her LA 
Yet fay, that he decriv's her ; Galt ber warth 
Dare to revenge ? No, Si, is bybk how's 
V cnocance "mid fluems and wipe its bes clic, 
Vn in rubes of lightning, awd there beg, 
. 
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Oh lu nu Man preſume to take unbid 
That drcad vicegezency. 
OR GAK. 

Peace, Virgins, peace. 
Not cin the ſaws of Druids or of Bards 
Have weight with me, when inſults high as this 
Rouſe my juſt indignation. Hear me, Daughter ; 
You went to ſearch for flowers, to blot your charms 
Mich their dun hue, Yes, thou ſhalt fcarch for flow'rs, 
Yet ſhall they be the lovclickt of the fpring ; 
Flow'rs, that entangling in thine auburn hair, 
Or bluſhing mid the whitencls of thy boſom, 
May, to the power of cv'ry native grace, 
Give double ife and luſtre. Haſte, my child, 
Array thyic!f in thy moſt gorgeous garb, 
And ſee each jewel, which my Love procur'd thee, 
Dart its full radiance. More than all, put on 
The nobler ornament of winning fmiles, 
And kind inviting glances. 

| ELFRIDA. 
Never, never ; 


Warn this truc hcart renounces ATHELV OLD, 


lar equitable heavy n 


ORGAR. 


{ ns } 
ORGAR. 

Away wah vows ; 
\ad with 2 dutcous, and attentive Ea, 
Len to my perfuakions. Much 1 with 
Pufurhons might prevail, that nut cump<il'4 
To ufc a father's jult prerogatine, 
My will may mect with thy waturc's oboviunce. 
F ollow me, on thy duty. 

ELFRIDA. 

Cruct Farther, 
That duty hall obey you; 1 will follow: 
Yet dread as is that frown, dreadful as death, 
|: hall not hake the was of my nh, 
Ling or dead | &H am ATueis cd's. 

[ Exeamct Croar aid E\fr os, 

SEMICHORUS 

Horror * Horror ! 
The Pen of Fate, dipe in as deepe gull, 
Perhaps on that ill-omen'sd wall, 
Now writes th' cent of thas Uemenduus by. | 
Oh ' that our weaker fight 2 
Could read the myſtic charactcrs, and toy 9 
What to mectul Exe, 4 
L tid in cadkfs Night. Y 
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SEMICHORUs. 
vuſpenic ! thou frozen gueſt, begun. 
The wretch, whoſc rugged bed 
Is ſpread on thorns, more ſoftly reſts his head, 
Than he that finks amid the cygnet's down, 
If thou, tormenting nend, be nigh, 
To prompt his ſtarting tear, his ceafcleſs figh, 
His wich, his prayer, his vow for ling ring certainty. 

CHORUS. 

But hark ! that certainty arrives. Methought 
heard the winding horn. I did not err; 
The King is near at hand. T his quick approach 
ill ſure prevent this proud Earl's cruel purpoſe. 
Y <t what of that? Does her fair form require 
Tuc blazon of rich veſture ? Genuine beauty 
Nour aſks, nor needs it: Negligence alone 
I its bright diadem, and atles cafe 
Its robe of Tyrian tincture. Say, my Siſters, 
Shall we ſalute this monarch with a hymn 
Of Feſtival and Joy? Alas, ſuch joy 
L! ſuits our trembling hearts, and weeping eyes. 
And nuw 'twere vain ; for ſee, the King approaches. 


EDGAR, 


1101 
EDGAR, ATHELWOLD, CHORUS. 
EDGAR 
No, ATHELWOLD ; not from 2 partal bliadnets, 
Or for the mode and guite of County, 
Arc we thus large in prac ; in our was judgment, 
This Cafile is not more kind Nature's debaor 
For its delicious fire, than "ws w then 
F or this © goodly firatiure. From in baſe, 
En to yor turrets trim, and wmgcr . 
All is of choiceſt Mafoary. Each part 
Duth boaſt a feparare grace ; but Uraament, 
The” here the rche# that the eye cam nom, 
I; d, not avidh'd; Art ems generous here, 
Yet noe a prodigal. But ab | any Each, [ rrng the Charas. 
What lang charms are here * Thy caftic's brauey 
Mal rut detam me trum this hwehe: profpect. 
Your pardon, fair Ones, that my wayward Eye 
Paid not at nd, where fit was furcly due, 
| homage w your Graces. 
ATHELWOLD 
Heav ue | they weep. 
Walt may this mean ? Some dicad and waicen chance 
Has counter- work'd my ty. 


EDGAR. 


vo AMS Alda 
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EDGAR. 
Whence this filence ? 
Why are your lovely heads thus bow'd with (adne( , 
Beſhrew my heart, my Lord, but this is ftrange. 
I] know thee, Earl, and know thy gentleneſs, 
More prone obey, than lord it o'er the fex ; 
Elſe ſhould I gueſs this ſorrow had its riſe 
From ſome diſcourteous treatment. 
CHORUS. 
No, dread Sov'reign ; 
He is the nobleſt, gentleſt, beſt of maſters ; 
And may your Love reward 


ORGAR, ATHELWOLD, EDGAR, CHORUS. 
ATHELWOLD. 
Death to my hopes ! 
ORGAR. 
Yes, Villain, ſtart; but let this vengeful arm 
Arreſt thy baſencſs ; would to heav'n its ſtrength, 
Thus graſping thee, could open thy falſe breaſt, 
And bare thy heart to the ſham'd eye of Day. 
EDGAR. 
Paticnce, hot Man. What art thou ? 
ORGAR. 
Ex! of Devon 
Pardon 


191 


Pardon me, Prince ; nnn 
Ofcricaps obedicnt duty. 1 am wrong'd, 
Yet that's but mall for know, much-injur'd Price, 
Thy wrongs as well as mine both call for juſtice. 
Yes, Sir, I here, on a wc fubject's cath, 
Proclaum Earl ATHELWOLD 2 faithlebs waiter. 
EDGAR 
Ha! what is this? Renounce the word, old Eat; 
Thy length of years hah foce's thee, fare, w pres 
The verge of dotage. ATHEL WOLD | what ATHEL WOULD 
A taithlefs traitor | Penh the fuſpicion. 
Never before did word, or thought, oc look, 
(ive doubt of his difhaguih'sd loyalty. 
enge alone could frame the acculaton. 
ORGAR. 
] do not dote, thank Heav'n, my facultics 
Are yet my own. unblemaſh's and vahurt. 
Would & my Daughter were * 
EDGAR. 
What « hi drutt / 
ATHELWOLD. 
Better, my royal Lord, you mack'd ham noe ; 
Th: wayward Eark we 
ORGAR 


T * r me 
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ORGAR.. 
What, audacious Villain ' 
I will be heard. 
EDGAR. 
Go to, thou choleric Lord. 
ORGAR. 
When thou haſt heard me, Eoc an, call me cholcric. 
EDGAR. 
ORGAR. 
I had a daughter, dutcous as cer crown'd 
A Father's wiſh, and lovely as could warm 
A youth to am'rous tranſports. This, my Lord, 
You learnt long ſince from noble AzbDulyn's praifes, 


And fir'd with his deſcription, ſent this Earl, 


This faithful Earl, t'invite her to our throne. 
EDGAR. 

No, OnxGcar, not tinvite her to our throne, 

Simply to note her beauty was his errand. 
ORGAR. 

Yes, he did note it, ſtampt it for his own. 

But why this parley ? Enter, Sir, theſe gates, 

And let Hraipa's fcatures be the book, 


112 1 
Wucre you may tead the tory of b he. 
Eren on the inan. 
EDGAR 
_ Nublc Lord, kad on. 
W-c'll follow to the wial. I will kuwmour 
The Earl's hot temper. He has heard, ary frend, 
We meant tUexalt his daughter, and for thus 
Levels this rage at thee. Ancad ws, Londs. 
[ Exennt Edpar, Ovgar, S.. 
CHORUS ATHELWOLD 
CHORUS. 
My Lord, the King is cnter'd : and nor thus 
Ia mute and fiat act. 
ATHELWOLD 
Amos, away ; 
What ' can a Man that thanks fuch thoughss 2 | 4 
Hae pow'r of word or motion ? ſpeak tw me; 
Inform me all. What faid he, when I kit her 
How came her Father hicher * how did the 
(Greet his arrival ? Say, was ſhe compell's, 
Or did her free and voluntary veice 
Tell all the flory ? Did he marſhal him, 
T' this his deed of vengeance ? 
* CHORT: 
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CHORUS. 

Deareſt Maſter ; 
ELFRIDA told him not: his own deceit 
Was his informer. Here the Earl arriv'd 
Early at morn, in mean and pilgrim weeds, 
All like an ancicnt, toil-worn traveller ; 
And with a tale told in ſuch pitcous ſtrain, 
Fraught with ſuch ſad and moving circumſtance, 
With woes ſo well difſembled ; that our ſoſtuci⸗ 
Suffered him enter this cloſc bow'r for reſt, 
Which he adapting to his prying purpoſe, 
Thence learnt the ſecret. This our diſobedience, 


We own— 
ATHELWOLD. 


Was my perdition. Yet tis well; 
I blame ye not; it was Heav'n's juſtice, Virgins; 
This brought him hither ; this annull'd your faith. 
I do not think, you purpos'd my deſtruction ; 
But yet you have deitroy d me. Oh Errata, 
And art thou faithful? This my jealous eye 
Thought it had mark'd fone ſpeck of change upon ther: 
Thought it had found, what might have made thy los 
Somewhat within endurance. Tis not fo; 
And this thy purity but ſcrves t augment 
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The ſam of my diftraftions. Met me, Encn, 
Minn thy ad fword : be mere tul and fublen— 
{ Ex:2 A 
CHORUS. 
ODE. 
L ns. 
Say, will no white-rod's Son Lebe, 
Here dcrgn to take his hallow'd fad, 
Here wave his amber locks ; watubl 
His pacons cloth'd with duwny wid, 
tHcre tmilung Sreech his rucelary was d ? 
And you, ye hot of Saints, for ye have know: 
d dreary path in Life's perplexing maze, 
To now ye circle you eternal thoone 
. 
Wu not your tan deicend n ent ace, 
To break with Mercy's beam thes gath'ring clout of F ate * 
L 2. 
Tu Slence all. No Son of Light 
Darts fwnftly from hu hea ny = 
No un of radiant Saints dcfcend. 
+ Morals, in vain ye boge wo find, 
* If guilt, if fraud has foin's your mand, 
Or Saint to hear, or Angel wo defcnd.” 
K 2 
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So Tauru proclaims. I bear the facred found 
Burſt from: the centre of her burning throne : 
Where aye ſhe firs with ſtar-wreath d luſtre crown't : 
A bright Sun claſps her adamantine zone. 
So Tauru proclaims : her awful voice I bear: 
With many a folemn pauſe it lowly meets my car. 
L 3 
« Attend, ye Sons of Men ; attend, and fay,” 
Does not enough of my refulgent ray 
Break thro” the veil of your mortality 
Say, does not reaſon in this form deſcry 
Unnumber'd, nameleſs glories, that furpaſs 
The Angel's floating pomp, the Seraph's glowing grace ? 
IL 1. 
Shall then your carth-born daughters vie 
With me ? Shall ſhe, whoſe brighteſt cye 
But emulates the diamond's blaze, 
Whoſe cheek but mocks the peaches” bloom, 


M note breath the hyacinth's perfume, 


Shall the be deem'd my rival ? Shall a form 
Of elemental drofs, of mould ring clay, 

Vic with theſe charms imperial ? The poor worm 
Shall prove her conteſt vain. Life's little day 


13 1 
Shall paſs, and the is ener 
and with the bloom of youth theo” Hear n 5 cternad 
years. 
IL * 
Kaow, Morals, know, oc fuft ye hrnng, 
Ec ird theſe obe in cther hung, 
ont mi the heav 'nly ung. 
These ches beheld Creatien's day, 
Idas voice began the choral hay, 
A+! taught Archangels thew trunphane way, 
Plew'd | furvey'd bright Nature's gradual bunk, 
2.6 ntant Light with kindling luſtre fprcad, 
Soft vernal tragrance che the fow nag cath, 
Andi Octom brave on has cxtended bed ; 
de the tsll prac aiperiny poric the thy, 
The twwny Lin Ralk, the raged Eagle fy. 
W 3 
Laſt, Man K. credit in yourbful grace, 
Hear't » hulluw 4 unage Rampe wpon ts face, 
And, x be rofe, the hugh bebe was gv'n, 
% That | alone of i the ho# of kew'sn, 
* Should reign Procectecfs of whe gudiike Yourh.” 
Thus te Almighty fpake : be fake and call's me 
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ATHELWOLD, EDWIN, CHORUS. 
ATHELWOLD. 
Baniſh me! No. I'll dice, For why ſhould Lifc 
Remain a lonely lodger in that breaſt 
Which Honour leaves deſcrted ? Idle breath 
Thou can ſt not fill fuch vacancy. Be gone. 
This fword ſhall free. 
CHORUS. 
Oh ſhame to Fortitude 
Shame to that manly paſſion, which inſpires 
Its vigorous warmth, when the bleak blaſts of Fate 
Would chill the foul. Oh call the ready virtue 
Quick to thy aid, for ſhe is ever near thee ; 
Is ever prompt to ſpread her ſevenfold ſhicld 
Oer noble breaſts. 
ATHELWOLD. 
And but o'er noble breafts ; 
Not o'er the breaſt which livid Infamy 
Indelibly has ſpotted. Oh ſhame, ſhame. 
Sword, rid me of the thought. 
| CHORUS. 
Forbear, forbear 3 
Think what a ſez of deep perdition whelms 
The wretch's trembling ſoul, who launches forth 
Un- 


10 
Ualicens'd w Exmity. Think, ee 
And let the thought revirua ity unguus 2d 
The race of Man is one wit marthall's axmy, 
Summon'd to paſs the fpacrzous realms of T .me, 
Their leader the Almighty. In that march 
Ah who may quit his poſt ? when high in aw 


Ta imperial ndnd of heav'n's providence, 
Wasch, dreadly fwceping thro the vaultes kv, 
O'crthadows all creation. 
ATHELWOLD 
— — th  — 
Yes, 1 was once (1 have his royal word fort} 
A man of fuck wy d faith, fuch ficady honour, 
As mock'd all doubt and fcrupie.— What 2 change | 
Now mutt that unitain'd, virgin character, 
Bc en d grots and hourly prodheucen, 
Sating the luſt of flander ; and my wie, 
My chaſte Exrzina ! Oh diftrattion, no, 
I'l fy & fave her. 
E DVIN. 
Seay, my deareſt Matter ; 
You ruſh on inſtant deb 


ATHEL- 
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ATHELWOLD. 
1 mean it, flave, 
And would'ſt thou hinder me? 
EDWIN. 
Yes, Sir, I hold 
'Tis duty to my king, and love to you, 
Thus to oppoſe your entrance. 
ATHELWOLD. 


What, thou traitor ' 


Thy pardon, Epwix, I forgot myſelf ; 

Forgot, that I ſtood here 2 baniſh'd Man ; 

And that this gate was ſhut againſt its Maſter. 
And yet this gate leads to my dear Euynipa 
Can it be bar d to me? Oh Earth, cold Earth, 
Upon whoſe breaſt I caſt this load of mis ry, 
Bear it awhile ; and you, ye aged Oaks, 

Ye venerable Fathers of this wood, 

Who oft have cool'd bencath your arching ſhades 
My humble anceſtors, oft ſcen them hie 

To your ſpread umbrage, from yon dle C. 
Their ſcene of honcit labour, ſhade, ah ! hade 
The laſt, the wreichedeſt of all their race. 

I will not long pollute ye ; for I mean 

To pay beneath your conſecrated gloom 
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A Gcrifice to honous, 2nd the ghults 
Oi thole progenitors, who truly een 
On me their baſe deſcendant. 
LE DWIEN. 
See, ye Vage, 
H Horror ſhades his brow ;, how ful ba ee, 
H-2v'us | what deipairm— 
CHORUS. 
Ene, "tis ever thus 
With noble minds, if chance they fide w folly ; 
Remorie ſtinge deeper, and iclentiels Cont icuce 
Fuss more of gall into the cr <up 
Or theur ſevere repentance. 
ATHELWOLD 
"Ts whic'd 
| cnter and demand a fonad aw ence. 
An! yet how vain ! Ee | can reach bu ann, 
1s ready twain will fop ac, xd, with al 
| ic crucl punctuality of er, 
>.» prompt to act 'gaan® -en tavourne, 
ue me with repruct. -turcly | 3alt tn 
Wet not Enenina's vact? OT fie hers 


1 30 
ELFRIDA, EDGAR, ATHELWOLD, 
ORGAR, CHORUS. 
ELFRIDA. 
No, I will once more claſp him to my boſom. 
I will not be withheld. I will o'crtake him, 
Will go with him to exile. Hah, my Huſband ! 
So quickly found ? T hcy thought to tear me from thee ; 
But we will part no more. 
EDGAR. 
Take heed, Ert, 
This ill-tim'd fondneſs may recall the fate 
I juſt now freed him from ; who loves like me 
Can ill brook this. Or quit him, or he dies. 
ATHELWOLD. 
Yes, let me die Death is my deareſt with. 
Quit me, Era leave me to my fate. 


"Tis juft, tis jut. Thus to my for'reign's ſword 


Freely I bare my breaft. Strike, inzur d Prince ; 
But do no baniſh me. 
ELFRIDA. 
What, ATHELWOLD, 
I; then the life, on whoſe dear preſervation 
ELirz1iDA's peace depends, not worth the ſaving ? 
Die then. But ere thy mur@'rer ſtrikes the ſtroke, 


Le: 


n 

Let me inform hom, nee 

ED GAR. 

nere 

ELFRIDA 

No, Arai, 

Thou frat nor dic. That pant in wont Ends 
E peaks forgnenels. He will on mains; 
A” mercy, owing from hs gracious tang «cy 
$:al thy full pardon. Let ws knerh, my Los; 
dc 22 the unBgortant moment , Eaccl Wt? , 
Ad. 25 theſe fireamuoy eyes and !itol bans 
+ =; loy cach act of tilene fupplication, 
D :204 recount—— At , thy modelt way 
C14 never ell ev'n half the galtunc Socy. 
E-: ©-at then. Let EnGan's LY niect; 
For well 3 know his Man writes thy Views 
U pon its faireſt page. Yeo, ker ham wergh 
A! thy paſt deeds of loyalty and tauch, 
Gaaft rhis fo hgh a fave. 

EDGAR. 

$0 hgh 2 Uk 
Hd be difledg's my nicht culher'd wiaku:, 
3 2 1 


„43 


. wi 


2 A 44066: a -., 


Fm V 
„ cx 2. 


3 
« at TTY 
„„——— 


I 


WW ? \ = 
T ow ES. LNCS 


WV E * L * th 


» 


1 132 } 

Diipers'd fedirion's porſon mid ry troops, 
Or am d with Caring and rebcliious hand 
T's inatch theic regal honours from my brow, 
I] ſocncr could have pardon'd. 

ATHELWOLD. 

Ceaſe, EITI IDA. 

My doom is juſt—Yes, royal Sir, I go 
To baniſhment. I do deferve to breathe, 
Derr to bear this load of life about me, 
For many years ; to lengthen out my age, 


Tit ning the hourly knell of curſt remembrance, 


V. hoſe laden froke ſhall tell to my fad foul 
T hat I was faithful once. 

ELFRIDA. 

Oh flinty Eoc ax, 

What ! will this penitence not move thee ? Know 
There 15 a roſe-lip'd Seraph fits on high, 
Who ever bends his holy car to carth 
To mark the voice of Penitence, to catch 
Her ſolemn faghs, to tune them to his harp, 
Ard echo them in harmonies divine 
Up to the throne of Grace. Ev'n Heav'n is won 
By Pcnitence, and ſhall Hcav'n's ſubſtitute, 
hh. EDGAR corn 


ED. 


11 
EDGAR 
Ceaſe, crafe, thou brautrous pleader ! 
Ak far too beautcous | Would'® thou gain thy fur, 
Why glow: that vermil by ? why mils that oye 
Br ght as the ray of Morn ? Why in coach goiter 
They're native all, and will noc be conceal's ? 
Le cach charm wens him, and docoumes 
An advocate, Soi lend cloguence 
Fa 'gainkt thy voice, nne. 
Tracor | was this the face which thy falſe wagus 
P:oiza d as vulgar ? T his fuck common beauty 
cs he fair eye of Day beheld cach hour 
ba cv'ry chime be lghed * Bale ifrmbies, 
T > n quit cur reabm. 
ELFRIDA 
On tay thee, Encan, 
And cnce more hear me. Ar thy feet I all 
As carncit, and diftreft a ſupphcant. 
As c'er embrac'd the knees of Majedy. 
Ou! ipare thy Country's guardian, ED Gan, fpare 
Thy clo, treit friend. Lot ac cnc fault 
Cancel his thouſand, thouſand acts of fruh. 
Alas | 1 fall wo vainchh oeprrinece. 
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Grief, whelming grief drowns all my faculics, 
And leaves me nought but trars. 
EDGAR. | 
Riſe, riſe, Era 
ELFRIDA. 
Shall he then live ? 
EDGAR. 
He ſhall, be hall, my ſai, 
If fo he quit the zealm within the ſpace 
ELFRIDA. 
Oh flop not there ; 
That ſentence will be death to ATHELWOLD. 
Think, for thou know 'I full well his gentle natuze, 
Can he ſupport the rigour of this doom ? 
Can he, who liv'd but in thy gracious ſmiles, 
Who's pine, if chance thoſe ſmiles 2 finglc how 
Were dealt him thriftily ; think, can he bea 
The infamy of exile? 
EDGAR. 
Hear me, ATHELWOLD. 
Did I not ſhow's on thy much-favour'd head 
My thickeſt honours, and with gift fo ready 
As out-run all requeſt ? Did I pat hold thee 


ns 
S 0 tuck open confdcnce ne. 
246.h WE — 
ATHELWOLD 
Sooner hab mc hes xgcat ff 
EDGAR 
Yet give me hearing. 1 regret act this 
To tount of gall thee. On amy ful thy worth 
Did o'ertop all thoſe honours, and thy zeal 
Kept pace with my bet have. Nor "uit this Deel 
But fuch a deed | look there, lavk on thats face. 
Ir know' me, ATHEL WELD, has feem me cane 
On beit yickding fair one, wit mac oye 
dhot Rrames, Pradicicn Kize ew, if Wes heart 
Ku Love 'ull now. 
ATHELWOLD 
I ke it plain, as Lage, 
Nt lay | aught to ken my Otfcace, 
No, bee I kneel, Ot! cat but ow ne anne 
n 24 
ELFRIDA 
Ah' wil xo? anult be 4 
EDGAR 
No, ftay ther, Armee, ad Bark by fro! , 


* 
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I never yet (fave but this hour of rage) 
Deem'd thee my ſubjet. Thou wert fill my fricad ; 
And, injur'd as I am, thou ſtill art ſuch : 
I do forego the word ; to baniſh thee 
Or ſcal thy death, tranſcends 2 friend's juſt right, 
ELFRIDA. 
Ah gen'rous deed ! ah godlike goodnefs ! Virgins, 
Of praiſe, and gratitude, teach EDC name 
To Harewood's furtheſt Echo. Oh my Sov" reign ! 
What words can ſpeak my thanks— 
EDGAR. 
Nay, check theſc tranſports, 
Leſt, if I fee thee thus, my foul forget 
Its milder purpoſe. I will leave thee, Lady; 
Vet firſt my lips muſt preſs this gentle hand, 
And breathe one ſoſt ſigh of no common ſcrvour. 
Now on, my Lords—F air wonder of thy ſex, 
Adieu. We'll firaight unto our realm of Mercia, 
Yet firſt, as was our purpoſe, thro” this foreſt, 
We'll chace the nimble Rocbuck ; may the ſport 
More pleaſe us, than we hope. E Aruttwot e, 
Thou too muſt join our rain. Follow ws Draight, 
[ Eaeant Eg, fo 
ATHEL 


{ 437 ] 
ATHELWOLD 
| &,, wy Licge. Rane | have mach 
Fur thy lov'd car, and have but eae hoowet 
Tow! un all —And yt — 
ELFRIDA 
| Ad las wc, 
i may cnrage. Farewel. Bo fare, whe hand 
| come not in your talk ; 2v0ad ov 's Wu. , 
Check vn the folks of abfhace. Halle, wv Each, 
Oh haftc thee, as theu hov' thy cunfrnc wie. 
{ £34 Bois. 
ORGAR, ELFRIDA, CHUOERCES. 
ORGAR. 
Thy conftane Wa . fawn of aff thy rey, 
D-=cn"race Guat | Heneooforth be Ons as decm's 
Of wot, and dove-Bke wmper, who cunld hwy 
A chuld of bus fiuop t fuck vile abafement, 
And yet furbore jult wiath , ere w draw 
That blood he had de bl's from ber mean veins, 
But iure thou art not mine; forme EL os Fay 
Did ſpirit away wy babe, and by cut chanus 
Thee in her cradle ad. Nay hang not on me. 
Dry, dry thy wars, they've done their oiies amply. 
E.24 ah has pardun'd him. No, by mv Zadom, 
T L 
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I cannot think of majeſty thus meanly. 
Hell yet avenge it: What if chance be ſhould act? 
That flops not me ; I have a heart, an arm, 
A ſword can do me juſtice. 

ELFRIDA. 

Ah | my Lord, 

Are you ſtill mercileſs ? Alas, I ho 

ORGAR. | 
What could'ſt thou hope, ELFziba ? could'ft thou thigk 
I cer would pardon his vile perfidy, 
Or thy ignoble ſoftacſs ? 

ELFRIDA 

Deareſt Father, 

Frown not thus ſternly on me. I would fain 
Touch your relenting foul, fain win your heart 
To fatherly forgiveneſs. For thro' life 
I've oft had pleaſing proof how that forgivencs 
Stoop'd to my fond perſuaſion. But I fear 
Perſuaſion now has left me. My fad thoughts 
Are all on wing, all following ATHELWOLD, 
Like unſcen miniſtring ſpirits '—Pardon, Sir, 
That frown ſhall check me, III not mention him ; 
] will but plcad for my own weakneſs, plead 
For that ſoſt ſympathy of foul, which you 


Den 


[19] 
Decm baſe and fervie. Baſe perhags « mighe be, 
Were I of bolder &x Bur L, la en 
Ah pardon me, if Nature tampe me Woman ; 
Gave me 2 heart fot, genele, proge ww gray, 
And very fearful. Fearful, fore with caulc 
A: th.» dread hour, when if cnc hapkts word, 
Oc gd break forth vabid, u may une 
I Monarch's rage— What has my phceney tad ? 
've wander'd from my mcaning. Dearctt Viogias, 
\ly rai rongue more inflames him. Oh 25 mc, 
Wc nc not thus oppreft with wwaird hurruu : 
Kacel, plead, perſuade, convince —— 
CHORUS. 
Alas, my bait, 
What may a fervant's accents do tappeale 
Tus furwus Eal ? 
ORGAR 
Ye well may ſpare them . 
Know my from foul's refolr'd, and be ary heart 
As ate as Aurum, of «= foregons 
The honct refobution. VThiak what £, 
What Britzin fuffers from this T racers fraws : 
Had EnG as wok my daughter ws has bed, 
Our Braih Line, which aow © doom'd w fuk 
T 3 * 


12 J 
In vie ſubicdtion, had again aſſum d 
The pal of royalty, with half its power, 
In time perchance the whole, But this falſe Saxon 
Snall with bis life repay me. Here I'll wait 
His firſt return, and in his own domain 
Give him fair combat. I have known the time 
Whcn this good arm had hardihood cnough 
For thrice his proweſs. What is loſt thro” age, 
My juſt cauſe hall ſupply ; and be (hall fall 
As did the trait OsWALD, whoſe bold tongue 
Defam'd me to King ATHELSTAx : To the ground 
My ſharp lance nail d the cantit, 
[ Exit One. 
ELFRIDA CHORUS. 
ELFRIDA. 
Think, my Lord, 
Will ATHELWOLD, will he enter thoſe lifts, 
Where conqueſt would be parricide ? Alas, 
He hcars me not. Go, thou obdurate Man. 
A daughtcr's trars will but the more provoke thee. 
I] will not follow him. No, poor Kiran 
All thou can't do is here to ſtand, and weep, 
And ſcel that thou art wretched. 


CHORUS. 


HS 
CHORUS 
Dec Mattets, 
N. an this food of trans, 1 
ELFRIDA 
Puubage | 


Ah | mock me not with hopes. 
CHORUS. 
We &o not xcan 4; 
For Hope, the” "tis pale . 
Ha yet a dull and op att quaiity, 
Eatcebling what ® bulls, bi Gas ane woe 
} or, as Wt arr 
ELFRIDA 
Do row we fras* Alas b 
I fanter'd my poor foul that all ies Foam 
War Gat '> difimge 4 cunage, hes By Low 
Kin d caubcicts appro nt es, and 44 ugh 
i 00 am wands quite forgone, | oe bethink me, 
My joy broke for b wo rlbly. When ney hit is, 
H. Gb-ty was et bait kow d, my poking 
Wa act halt braid, | Grouid have flow EanGaz, 
Coam'd aw ul paſts, Wage < Ran W ambroce 
AM; bu. owing Lud. 


CHORUL 


[ 242 } 


CHORUS. 
We fcar that forrow maze 
Than EDGanr's rage. We fear his fallen Vine. 
Self-condemnation works moſt ſtrongly on hum, 
Er'n to Deſpondency. Ev'n at his pardon, 
No joy fluſh'd on his cheek ; we mat d him well, 
He ſhew'd no fign of welcome, No, he took it 
As who ſhould fay, « To give me aught but Death 
« Is 2 poor boon unwiſh'd and unaccepted.” 
Too much we fear he'll do fome impious A 
ELFRIDA. 
What, on his life ? I thought I had explor'd 
Each various face of danger: this eſcap d mc. 
How miſe'd I this ? It ſuits his courage bighly ; 
Suits too his fix'd remorſe. — But yet he will not, 
No, ATHELWOLD, thou wilt not kill Erato. 
CHORUS. 
Oh may his love preſerve him: may theſe ſhades 
Recrive him ſoon in peace, To this bleſt end 
You ſure ſhould firive to calm your Father's rage ; 
At leaſt not ſuffer bim, as now, retir'd 
To brood o'er his revenge. For know, Erste, 
Beneath the filent gloom of Solitude | 
Tho” Peace can fit and imile ; tho” meck Content 


Ca 


{wa} 
Can krep the chearful wnor of her foub, 
Ev's in the lonchett fhades ; yer kat awe Wrach 
Approach, bt black Rewngs houp tas aha, 
O: won they ame wo Maducts. 

ELFRIDA 
True, wy Vogas; 

| Ancnd me then: I'll wy each winning a: 

Tas M tech art becomes me, yet I'G aims ion 
Hark — whence that awite ? | beard are baily roauiegs, 
CHORCES 

Oh Her ns ! 'us Enwas. 
ELFRIDA, EDWIN, CHORES 
ELFRIEDA 
oem. a 
Beipeaks too well the M= of By . 
Tell &s ae all. 


EDWIN. 
Alas — 
ELFRIEDA 
Nay, 48. 
Tell it me all. I dhink & will a hall ne 
Repeat cach ciocumiluace, I'm mady, Lawns, 
E's for the word. 


EDWIN, 
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EDWIN. 
Then hear that worſt, ELynrpa. 
Soon as the ſtag had left yon weſtward thicker, 
The King diſmiſs'd his Lords, each fev'ral ways, 
To their beſt ſport, bidding Earl AruetwoLp, 
Lord AzDULPH, and myſelf, attend his perſon. 
Thus parted from the reft, the Monarch picrc'd 
A darkling dell, which open d in 2 Lawn 
Thick ſet with elm around. Suddenly here 
He turn'd his fteed, and cry', + This place befits 
« Our purpoſe well.” 
ELFRIDA. 
Purpoſe ! what purpoſe, ED 
"Twas predctermin'd then, diſſembling tyrant ! 
How could I truſt, or ho. 
EDWIN. 
Vet give me hearing: 
Thus with 2 grave compoſure, and calm eye, 
King Epc ans ſpike. Now hear me, ATHELWOLD; 
Thy King has par dend this thy trait'rous aft : 
From all diſlenal bafencf+ to thy prince 
Thou ſtand n bh d; vet, know, there fill remains 
Somewhat to carc more. As man to man, 
As friend to 1: Cn, now, ATHELWELD, | call thee 


5 


[ws] 


Acht to defend thy lite with thy good (wud. 

Nay, aniwer not , defend 4 gallandly. 

1! thy arm prodper, thas my dying wage 

Shalt pardon thee, and bie ther. If wheu all 'tt, 

Tay parung breath mult wo my right refiga 

Errata beauties. At the word, both drew, 

Ben fought ;, but ATMEL WOLD's was ill-glay's puffion. 

Hc umd falchon at the Monarch . 

Ou.y w leave hu own brave beeaft dutenceiess. 

And on the inflane EnGan's raged ford 

Farc d my dear maiier's heart. He Gil i earth, 

And. falling, cry'd, © This wound amcncs for all. 

+ EDGan, thus full aveng'd, will proden me, 

+ And . wife with chaſte, conmubal wars, 

+ Embales my memory.” tHe nil, and dnt. 
ELFRIDA 

Nay, cume not round me, V ugias, mos kpgect ue. 

I &o not froen, nor wany. 1 call an hens 

Tawage my wetchedneh. I do act with 

No, 1 am very paticas. How's & ju) 

Aud, when the meakure of his crunes » full, 

Wa dage its red ange m. and Lace £2 tn 

Tl then, ye chments, wit: and then, from Eamh, 

* Upe 
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(pe not thy yawning jaws, but let this Monſter 
Stall his duc time on thine affrighted ſurface. 
Yes ; let him tall go on; fill execute 
H.: ſavage purpoſes, and daily make 
More widows weep, as I do. Fooliſh Eyes 
V. ny flow ye thus unbäaden * What have tears 
To do with grief like mine ? 
CHORUS. 
Help, help, mv d Acre, 


To bear her to the caſtle. 
OKRGAR, ELFRIDA, EDWIN, CHORUS. 
ORGAR. 
As 1 paſt, 
Methought I heard a found of loud lament ; 
Etrzipa, ab ! 
ELFRIDA. 
Is not my father there ? 
Withhold me not; III tall at his dear fect. 
Oh Sir! behold your child thus lowly proftrate ; 
Avenge her wrongs, avenge your poor ELFRIDA, 
Your helpleſs, widow'd Daughter. 
OR GAK. 
WIe d Daughte: | 


nn 


What us be Lin? 


111007 
ELFRIDA 
N dun fn: 
The Tyran”'s fGvage lf Stand you thus cot ? 
Where i the Brafh Spare, whore the fre 
(% ua race ? ——<4 folifhact of grit f 
Alu, | bad forgot; had Enunn ard han, 
Inuiword, w which my madncts e 
t.. wag was meant > do he bloody dood, 
And make the munder pagricnde. Hare | 
No icad to do me right * 
ORGAR 
Thou ha, ay Chuld ; 
| am thy friend, thy facher. Trult my care. 
Le, a word. Reotice, my dearett Danyhecs : 
Vugus, conduct her in. 
ELFRIDA 
My Father, No. 
What do you do? I muſt nut be wahbeld. 
Ius yon bloady grove, and che my thubuw, 
My murder's Huſband. Why miirun me, Su? 
Cz my lad eye dart fire they” hw cold break, 
Aad Vghe up life ancw ? 


VU 2 GRG. 
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ORGAR. 
Go in, wy child. 
And ſerk T ranquillity. 
ELFRIDA. 
Tranquillity ! 
I know her well; ſhe is Death's pale-ey'd fifter ; 
She's now in yonder grove cloſing the lids 
Of my poor ATHELwoLlD. That office done, 
She'll bear his ſoul upon her gentle plumes 
Up to the realms of Joy. I'll follow them ; 
I know he'd have it fo: He'll not be bleſt, 
Ev'n on his throne of bliſs, till I am with him. 
CHORUS. 


This way, my deareſt Miſtreſs. 


ELFRIDA. 
| Hold, nay hold; 
Croud not around me. Let me pauſe a while. 
ALsix4a, thou alone ſhalt join my mis'ry ; 
I've much to utter to thy friendly car. 
Lead on, thou gentle maid ; thy fangle arm 
Shall prop my trembling frame ; thy fangle voice 
Speak peace to my afflitions. 

[ Exit with the principal Virgua. 


ORGAR, 


[ was} 


ORGAR, EDWIN, SEMICHORUES. 

ORGAR 
On your lives, 
agu, let as difturding fiep approach her. 
Say, Eren (for | guels 'rwas you thas brought 
[| acfc udings hither ) where was foyal Enuan, 
When late you left hum ? 

EDWIN. 

At my mak; be 


Repentaut of the ſtroke. 
ORGAR. 
Comes he acc back 
To Harewood ? 
SEMICHORUS 
| Hrar'n forbed | Eaonies ts hrwn 
Would madden xt the highs. 
ORGAR 
| . 
rr 
IEE 
SEMICHORUEUS 
No, ws pry, 
Do act pectane tha fabdath of det grit. 
Oh ! be her Gagow cred | 


ORGAR. 
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ORGAR. 

Fear not, Virgins ; 

Her peace is my beſt care, and, to enſure it, 
I'll haftc this inſtant, by young Epwin's guidance, 
To find the Monarch. Some four miles from Harcwood 
Stands old Earl Eczenrt's caftle, my faſt friend. 
With him will I perſuade the King to ſajourn, 
Till my child's grief abate ; that too to ſpecd 
Be it your buſineſs, Virgins, Watching cver 
Each happy interval, when your foft tongues 
May hint his praiſcs, *1ill by pradtice won 
She bear their fuller blazon. ELraip's welfare 
Requires this ſricndly office at your hands ; 
And EpGas's virtues bear ſuch genuine luſtre, 
That Truth infclf dirccta 


[Exit Org. 
SEMICHORUS. 
| As Truth diets, 
So only ſhall we act. This day has fhewn 
What dire effects await its violation. 
Straight is the road of Truth, and plain; 
And, tho' acrois the ſacred way 


Ten thouſand erring footiteps ſtray, 
Tu ours to walk direct, 


SEMICHORUES 
Has Oncan h the grove * 
SEMICHORUES 
He has, ay ther. 
SEMICHORUES 
Then hear, and aid Exraina's hifi mfabee, 
Wiz takes the oaly way fhcrn F ace bas uae 
To tare her phghtcd fach fos cner pur 
To ker dead ATHELWoLD. 
SEMICHORCS 
Feta a, Paticnct , 
turbid it, that fubmibre calm of wal, 
V ach Cache meck-ey'd Picty w nile 
Bc acath the ſcourge of e u. 
SEMICHORUS 
Ye ace ace ras i, 
»he means not felf-defirudiion. Thanks w heas's, 
Huge and o'erdearing as ber e is, 
it cannot fo oblit'rate trom hes N 
The written rule of duty. Her pure Sout 
ans, on the inflans, w devore infeld 
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To heav'n and bolinefs. AMR her firaight, 
Leſt EpGan's preſence, and her Father's rage 
Prevent the bleſt intention. See, the comes. 
Kneel on cach fide, devoutly knee! around ber 
And breathe ſome pray'r in high and ſolemn ſtraime, 
That Angels from their thrones of light may hear, 
ELFRIDA, CHORUS. 
[ Elfrida kneels, and the Virgins divide into two Troops.) 
SEMICHORUS. 
Hear, Angels, hear, 
Hear from theſe nether thrones of Light ; 
And Oh ! in golden characters record 
Each frm, immutable, immortal word. 
Then wing your ſolemn flight 
Up to the heav'n of heav'ns, and there 
Hang the conſpicuous tablet high, 
Mid the dread records of Eternity. 
ELFRIDA. 
Hear fuſt, that ATHELWOLD's fad widow fwears 
To rear a hallow'd Convent o'er the place, | 
Where ſtream d his blood : there will ſhe weep theo” Lite 
Immur'd with this chaſte throng of Virgins ; there 
Each day hall fix times bea her full-voic's Choir 
Cha 


16 
C hang the fuw roguuarm o'ts ber mantyr'sd Land; 
lee ho, when Malaight how i> with ani plots, 
She H ike obfervant of the Rae call 
Of waking Garth, bear the dim livid wager k 
Along the winding les, and at the altss 
Ne cv'ry pale (nine with ber ucmbling lips, 
P:ct> the cold one with ber bent hace, wad call 
Ou lwatcd ATHEL WOLD. 
SEMICHORUES 

.. Angela, Mai, 
Ha from theie acther thovnes of Light, 
Aud Oh ! in golden characters recued 
Up w the heav'n of heav'ns, and there 
Hg the cunipicwous tabici high, 
Mad the dread records of Emracty. 

ELFRIDA 
Hear next, that ATHELWOLD'S ad widow iwcars 
Never w violate the buly wow 
>< to his truth rſt pughtcd,, fooan w ew 
The ſober Gagknefs of N 
Ts her cold grave. Ii from this chafle refubre 
ac 61'n in thought fhowkd for, .. 
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Or flatt'ring greatneſs e er ſhould tempt one wiſh 
To ſtray beyond this purpoſe ; may that heav'n, 
Which hears this vow, punith its violation, 
As heav'nly juſtice ought. 
CHORUS. 

Hear, Angels, hear, 
Hear from thelc nether thrones of Laght ; 
And Oh! in golden charafters record 
Each firm, immutable, immortal word. 
Then wing your folema flight 
Up to the heav'n of heav'ns, and there 
Hang the conſpicuous tablet high, 
Mid the dread records of Eternity. 
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PERSONS of the DRAMA, 


Avurvs Divivs, the Roman General. 
VeLLixvs 
ELipurus 
* Cnorvs, of Davids and Bands. 
CARACTACUS., 

Eveiixa, Daughter to CanacTACUs, 
ARrvVIRAGUS, Son to CARACTACUS, 


J Sons of CARTISMANDUA, 


Scexzs, Moxa. 


* The Dramatic par: & the Chores is ſuppoſed ts be hicfy ſpoken by 


the Principal Druid ; the Lyrical part fung by the Bands 
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CARACTAC Us, 


A 


DRAMATIC POEM. 


AULUS DIDIUS, with Ronans 
H1S is the feeret crnare of the iſle - 

Here, Romans, pave, and it the oye of woades 
Gaze on the folema feene ; behokd your oak, 

How ficrn he frowns, amd with tw droad druwn was 
Calls the pale plaza benearh him mack vor altar, 
The l frream brawhang round it rugged dufe, 
Sirted with vnhewn ftone | they awe my foul, 

As :f the very Genaus of the place 

S Ache has dear nnn. And yet, my ranks, 
(1! thapes like hus be duc the fancy's comnaye) 

Sure! y there 13 2 Mata power, that rTigns 

1:4 the lone mazeity of vatam'd aatuer, 
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Controuling ſober reaſon ; tell me clſe, 
Why do theſc haunts of bard'rous ſuperſtition 
O'crcome me thus ? I ſcorn them, yet they awe me. 
Call forth the Britiſh Princes: in this gloom 
] mcan to ſchoo! them to our entcrpriic. 
[Enter Pilliaws and Ellduras. 
AULUS DIDIUS, VELLINUS, ELIDURUS. 
Ye pledges dear of CanTi5Manpua's faith, - 
Approach! and to mine uninſtructed car 
Explain this ſcene of horrour., 
ELIDURUS. 
Daring Roman, 
Know that thou ſtand'ſt on conſecrated ground: 
Theſc mighty piles of magic-planted rock, 
Thus rang d in myſtic order, mark the place 
Where but at times of holick feſtival 
The Druid leads his train. 
AULUS DIDIUS. 
Where dwells the fcer ? 
'VELLINUS. 
In yonder ſhaggy cave ; on which the moon 
Now ſheds a fide-long gleam. His brotherhood 
Poſſeſs the ncighb ring clitts. 


AULUES 


1641 


AULUES DIDIUVS 
Yet up ic hull 
Lac oye deieries 3 bifltaar range of caves, 
D-i-'s un the ridges of the cragyy kap: 
ELIDUVURUES 
| —_— 
Lal the Sages (OWE in Nature's love : 
I chungetul warveric, > numbcrs, puwers, 
Guoes place to holy regs : then in the grove 
Each hath his rank and function. Yoder gruts 
Arc tenanted by Bards, who wghtly hence, 
Rob d un ther flowing volts of ct white, 
Defccad, with harps that glitter ts the moon, 
Hymaing immortal firains. The punts of ain, 
Oi carth, of water, nay of heav'n igfeif, 
Do liften to their lay : and oft, us fad, 
Ia able ſhapes dance they 2 magic round 
Ts the high minſtreify. Now, if thine cye 
Be Gated with the view, hafte w thy hips ; 
And ply thine cars ; for, if the Druids kam 
Thi bold intruſfien, thou wilt find it basd 
T's foil theis fury. 


* AULUES 


{ 262 } 
AULUS DIDIUS: 
Prince, I did not moor 
My light-arm'd ſhallops on this dangerous ftrand 
To ſooth a fruitleſs curiofity : 
I] come in queſt of proud CaracTAcus; 
Who, when our veterans put his troops to flight, 
Found refuge here. 
ELIDURUS. | 
If here the Monarch refts, 
Preſumptuous Chief ! thou might' as well eſſay 
To pluck him from yon ftars : Earth's ample range 
Contains no ſurer refuge : underneath 
The foil we tread, à hundred ſecret paths, 
Scoop d thro the living rock in winding maze, 
Lead to as many caverns, dark, and deep : 
In which the hoary ſages act their rites 
As, done in open day, would dim the fun, 
Tho' thron'd in noontide brightneſs. In fuch dens 
He may for life lie hid. 
AULUS DIDIUS. 
We know the taſk 
Moſt difficult : yet has thy royal mother 
Furniſh'd the means. 


ELI 
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ELIDURUS. 
My mother a u thuu, Ruman / 
AULUS DIDIUS 
ln proof of that firm faith the lends w Rome, 
She gave you up her honour's bottuges. 
ELIDURUES. 
She did: and we abn. 
AULUES DIDIUS. 
To Rome we bear you ; 
From your dear country bear you ; from your joys, 
You loves, your fricndiups, I yous rwals huld precious 
ELIDURUS. 
And doit thou taunt ws, Roman, with cur fare 7 
AULUS DIDIUS. 
No, Youth, by beav'sn, 1 would avert that fone. 
Wikk ye for liberty ? 
VELLINUS ELIDURUS 
More has tus life. 
AULUS DIDIUS 
And would do much w gain i ? 
VELLINUS 
Name the tak 
AULUS DIDIUES. 


fc walk is cafy. Halte ye wo thee Dads : 
Y 2 Tail 


n 
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Tell them ye come, commithon'd by your Queen, 
To ſeek the great CanacTaAcus ; and call 
Which, led by our OsTorivs, now ail 
Her frontiers. The late treaty ſhe has feal'd 
Is yet unknown : and this her royal Genet, 
Which more to maſk our purpoſe was obtain d, 
Shall be your pledge of fairh. The cager Sing 
Will gladly take the charge ; 2nd, he conſenting, 
What cle remains, but to the Memnai's ſhore 
Ye lead his credulous fiep ? there will we ſcirc him 
Bear him to Rome, the ſubſtirute for you, 
And give you back to freedom. 
VELLINUS. 
If the Drunds— 
AULUS DIDIUS. 
If they, or he, prevent this artifice, 
Then force muſt take its way : then flaming brands, 
And biting axes, wielded by our ſoldiers, 
Muſt level theſc thick ſhades, and fo unlodge 
The lurking ſavage. 
ELIDURUS. 
Gods, ſhall Mona periſh ? 


AULUS 


15 } 

AULUES DIDIUS 
Prat, ber cry wenk hall on the ground 
Stretch 1:5 gigantic kageh , walch, & dan 
\« !urr this uatamn'd lun to our hb). 
Go then, and prodper ; 1 hall w he fg, 
And there expect his comms. .. 
He mult to Rome to grace great Caiits wwmh 
C454r and Fare demand ham at wour hand. 

[ Excunt Gains Dios and Romans. 
ELIDURUS VELLINGS 
ELIDUVURUES 

And will heav's fulfer is? Wil the jult gas, 
That trend your fpangied pavement & <&r our heads, 
Look from their fry and yickd hun? Will thete Druats, 
Ihe tage vicegerents,, act ca} duwn the thuades , 
And will not inflant its hut buits be dared 
In lach 2 rghtcous caulc ? Yes, good cid king, 
Ye, laſt of Britons, thou at heav'n's own pledge ; 
And halt be ſuch ull death. 
VELLINUES. 
What mczns my brucher ! 
Duft thou refuſe the charge? 
ELIDURUS. 
Det thou accepe « ? 
VEL. 
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VELLINUS. 
I: gives us liberty. 
ELIDURUS. 
It makes us traitors. 
Gods, would VELLixvs do a deed of baſenchs ? 
VELLINUS. 
Will Ezipunrvus ſcorn the pruſfer d boon 
Of freedom ? 
ELIDURUS. 
Yes, when ſuch its guilty price, 
Brother, I ſpurn it. 
VELLINUS. 
Go then, fooliſh boy 
I'll do the deed myſelf. 
ELIDURUS. 
It hall not be: 
1 will proclaim the fraud. 
VELLINUS. 
Wilt thou ? tis well. 
Hie to yon cave ; call loudly on the Druid ; 
And bid him drag to ignominious death 
The partner of thy blood. Yet hope not thou 
To 'ſcape ; for thou did join my impious fieps : 
Therefore his wrath ſhall curſe thee ; thou ſhalt live ; 


Let 


(6 ] 


wet ſhalt thou live an interdicked wrench, 
All rights of nature cancell'd. 
ELIDURUS. 
Ob Vertmus | 
Rend not my foul : by beav's thou know'E | ove the 
As fervencly 25 brock<r ee kus'd brother - 
And, loving ther, | thougi | lov's awac honour. 
Al do not wake, deer youth, in this wee breaft 
So fzrce a cunt. 
VELLINUS. 
Honour ce Commands 
Thou ſhould 'f obey thy muther, 2ad thy queen. 
Honour and Holinefs abke confpue 
| © bid ther fave theſe conſecrated groves 
i rum Roman devaſtation. 
ELIDUVURCUES 
Hoc thought 
Hence let ws hal, cv'n wo the frrrhef# nook 
VELLINUS 
Na, let ws au, and by our profpcrocs art 
Prevent the facrilege. Mark me, ay brocher ; 
\Lec years and more experience have manur 4 
\ly Gber thought, | will — 


168 J 
T hat dus gur deed has cwry bhoncit ſanction 
Cool reaſon may demand. 
ELIDURUS. 

Ts Rome with reaſon : 
Try if twill bring her deluging ambition 
Into the level courſe of right and juſtice : 
Try if "twill came theſe inſulent invaders ; 
Who thus, in ſavagenets of conqueft, claim 
Whom chance of war has ſpat d. Do this, and profper. 
But, pray ther, do not reaſon from my foul 
Jes inbred honey that holy flame, 
Howe'er eclips'd by Rome's black influcace 
In vulgar minds, ought fill to brightcn ours. 
| VELLINUS. 
Vain talker, leave me. 

ELIDURUS. 
No, I will not lave ther: 
] muſt not, dare not, in theſe perilous ſhades. 
Thank, if thy fraud ſhould fail, theſe holy men, 
How will their juſtice rend thy trait raus limbs ? 
If thou ſucceed'it, the fiercer pangs of conſcience, 
How wil! they ever guad thy guilty foul ? 
Mercy, defend us ! fee, the awful Druids 
Are ifluiny from their caves hear ſt thou vn fignal ? 
Lo, 


192] 
Lo, on the mitant all thc muntun ten 
With fow-deſcending Bards, Retr, mtwce ; 
This u the hour of Genher : w hay 
„& th. 
VELLINUS. 

I's wat the chubbag of their no 
in yunder vale : do thou, a likes then buff, 
ua, of aid me. 

ELIDURCS. 
To berray then, mourn, 
That love forbids ; bonour, abas | wn ard ue. 
| Exam 
Fer CRORUS. 
SEMICHORUS. 
Nut night ec wikes i dis, 
Cucle, ons, this holy ground , 
Cruck cha, in wiphe row. 
And, f maſk" in vapours drew, 
Any cx/th-boca Spurit 2. 
T's hover round ths acres gc, 
Ha. with hghe fpcit the aurky Wo ww ch 
Ln 1awr boughs wi vervain blur, 
Det un cel Sopionber dew , 
5 2 .= 
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* And daſh the moiſture chaſte, and clcar, 


Oer the ground, and thro' the air. 

Now the place is purg'd and pure. 

Brethren ! ſay, for this high hour 

Are the milk-white ftccrs prepar'd ? 

Whoſe necks the rude yoke never ſcar d, 

To the furrow yet unbroke ? 

For ſuch muſt bleed beneath yon oak. 
SEMICHORUS. 

Druid, theſe, in order meet, 

Are all prepar'd. 
SEMICHORUS. 

But tell me yet, 

CapwaLr did thy fiep profound 

Dive into the cavern deep, 

Twice twelve fathom under ground, 

Where our ſage fore-fathers flecp ? 

Thence with reverence haſt thou born, 

From the conſecrated cheſt, 

The golden fickle, ſcrip, and veſt, 

Whilom by old Berixvs worn ? 
SEMICHORUS. 

Druid, theſe, in order meet, 

Arc all prepar'd. 


ol 
SEMICHORUES 
Bur wil me yer, 
} :omm the grot of Charms and igeile, 
V here ow matron bit oweil:, 
Batxxus ! has thy bely band 
duch) drought the drud wand , 
And the potent adder-ftunc, 
Gender'd force h autumaa) mou | 
Wher,, un undulating twine, 
When they Mü, and when they eas 
Their wondrous egg aloof in a; 
Thence, before to carth it fall, 
The Druid, in his ballow's pail, 
Reccives the prize ; 
And uſtant fhes, 
Fulow'd by th' cnvenom d brows, 
Tu be crofs the cryſtal flood. 
SEMICHORUES. 
Drud, theſe, in order acct, 
Arc all pepe d. 
SEMICHORUES. 
Then all's cumpicts. 
Au now ict nanc of the friected ba, 
T 2 
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Wholc grecnct years befit ſuch ſtation beſt, 
Mh wary circuit pace around the grove : 
And guard each inlet ; watchful, left the eye 
Of buſy curioſity profanc 
Pry on cur rites : which now aft be as cloſe 
As done i'th* very central womb of carth. 
Occafhon claims it; for CARACTACUS 
1 his night dcmands admiſſion to our train. 
He, ones our king, while ought his power avail'd 
To ſave his country from the rod of tyrants, 
That duty paſt, docs wiſcly now retire 
To end his days in ſecrecy and peace ; 
Druid with Druids, in this chief of groves, 
Fr'a in the heart of Mona. See, be comes ! 
How awful is his port ! mark him, my fricads ! 
Hr looks, 25 doth the tower, whoſe nodding walls, 
Atur the conflict of hes n' angry boks, 
n with a dignity vamark'd before, 
Lin in t> prume of ftrength. Health to ti Ning | 
CARACTACUS, EVELINA, CHORUS. 
CARACTACUS. 


Tr; holy place, methinks, doth this night wear 


orc than its wonted glam Druid, their gros es 
ie caught the diſmal celouring of my foul, 
Chan:- 
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Chang their dark dun gards tw very . 
In pity to their guelt, Hail, hallow's cabs * 
Hu, Bret burn! who, iff of Brolk mor, 


HA your prumervel right by nature's charter ; 


Nut at the nod of Caran Hippy foredians, 
Ye wave your bold beads in the liberal air; 

Nor Ak, for privilege, 2 pravter's edict, 
We, with your twwgh ad war etied mot, 


(Graſp the frm rocks ye fprung from ; and, cnt 


. ͤ— tpoend 


Wees. 
Win, Roman like, r Tet os, Dawes, 


I « not beiter ts: be fuck = het, 
Thas be the thing 1 ann ? 
CHORUS 


Ts be be hang, 


tim! widdom with, © cover batt. 
CARACTACUES. 
But | an loft io that predutiba's wie 
Eaxrnu! wikiom will'd, and hey Bertie” 
May with 2 change of being. I was born 


A kar; znd Heww'n, who bade theft warmer cabs 


Lu ths is cn c apoinkt the fiery fun, 
To ne their fubicet plain, did mean, thas I 
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Should, with as firm an arm, proteft my people 
Againſt the peſtilent glare of Rome's ambition. 
I fail'd ; and how I fail'd, thou know'f too well ; 
So does the babbling world: and therefore, Druid, 
I would be any thing fave what I am. 
CHORUS, 

See, to thy wiſh, the holy rites prepar'd, 
Which, if heav'n frown not, conſecrate thee Druid 
Sce to the altar s baſe the victims led, 
From whole free-guſhing blood ourſclf ſhall 1c 
Irs high bebcſts ; which if aflenting found, 
Theſc hands around thy choſcn limbs ſhall wrap 
The veſt of ſanctity ; while at the act 
Yon whitc-rob'd bards, ſweeping their ſolemn harps, 
Shall lift their choral warblings to the ſkies, 
And call the gods to witneſs, Mean while, Prince, 
Rethink thee well, if ought on this vain carth 
Still holds too firm an union with thy ſoul, 
2 

CARACTACUS. 

i I had a queen: 

Bear with my weakneſs, Druid | this tough breaſt 
Muſt heave 2 ſich, for the is unreveng'd. 


And can I taſte true peace, ſhe unreveng's ? 


Ins! 


80 chaſte, Meerane 

Hans wma thus Worpuang wa the iedic im 

That could not fave thy morher. 

EVELINA 
To hang was 

ens the pang of grict , and the Mwoct uy nc, 

Thu tend facher full tuppurts his chuld, 

Sd, on my penfive mind, n Wothiag dei, 

A; duth the biefigg of theie pious wer>, 

When moſt they wiſh our welface. Would tw hean'n 

A caughter's prelence could as much . 

To caſe her father's woes, a his doth amine. 
CARACTACUES 

Ed moſt gentle | come vato my botum - 

Dear pattern of the preciuus prize | lott, 

LA. fo inglorous loſt, my triends, thcic eve> 

Did ice ber torn trom my tense camp, 

Whit |, mm d round by lyuadiuns, Cov bet lave hes 

My boy, fill ncacer to the dacking pledge, 

add her Qhricking ia the rufltan's wm, 

b.acid, and fied. 


EVELINA 
Ah! vu, frbear tn wound 
dts 
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My brother's fame ; he fled, but to recall 
His ſcatter d forces to purſuc and fave her. 
| CARACTACUS, 
Daughter, he fied. Now, by yon gracious moon, 
Her bluſhing face in twilight's duſky veil, 

EVELINA. 
I know him valiant ; and not doubt he fell 
"Mid flaughter'd thouland: of the haughty for, 
Victim to hlial love. Azvizacus, 
Thou hadſt no fiſter near the bloody feld, 


Whoſe forrowing ſcarch, led by yon orb of night, 


Might find thy body; waſh with tears thy wounds ; 


And wipe them with her hair. 

CHORUS. 
Peace, virgin, peace 

Nor thou, {ad prince, reply ; What c be is, 

Be he a captive, fugitive, or coric, 

He is what heav'n ordain's : theſe buly groves 

Permit no cxclamation g uſt heav'n's will 

To violatc their echocs : Patience, here, 


Her meck hands folded on her modeſt breali, 


(w7] 
IL mutc tubauſhon hits th adur wag ce. 
En to the dem that wrecks her. 
EVELINA 
. Dru, 
l ought my ciTing twague has lan poiluecs 
This Gered place, 1 from my foul abjure in. 
Rather than ſpeak a word, or att 2 deed 
Camect fox thy fage daughters ; blefing ft 
Tho bailow'd hour, that takes me lrum the walk, 
And 4425 me to theu fuber bikcrtuad. 
CHORUS. 
Tu wikly faid. Ser, Prince, this prudent mand, 
Now, while the rudy foaae of fparkbag rowrh 
Glow: wa her beautrous check, can gat ths works 
VV utuut a tg, whit thaw — 
CARACTACUES 
WW ould fre my 4 ah 
} :um a bake 13vifher,, would! with w ptuage 
Thas falchmea in hes beoraft, and f&@ avenge 
lakeltcd royalty. Ohs holy men! 
Ye are the U of picty and prace ; 
Ye acver feit the p ue fpuc, 
That gauds the injes'd wages , the has tlc, 
| A +3 Thus 


— tc. at 


— . 


7 
; 
| 
| 


* a 


| 
4 
EE 


* 


o —_ 


3,00 
ont — A, oo 


P— — — 


** 


ax lite 1 to 
8 


r 


. 
That fluſhes crimſon on the conſcious check 
Of him, who burns for glory ; clſc indeed 
Ye much would pity me : would curſe the fate 
That coops me here inactive in your groves, 
Robs me of hope, tells me this walty feel 
Muit never cleave ane Roman helm again ; 
Nev; avenge my queen, nor free my country. 
CHORUS, 
"Tis heav'n's high Wi 
 CARACTACUS. 

I know it, reverend fathers ! 
"Tis heav'n's high will, that cher poor aged eyes 
Shall never more behold that vituous woman, 
To whom my youth was conſtant ; 'rwas heav'n's will 
To take her from me at that very hour, 
When beſt her love might ſooth me ; that black hour, 
[May memory ever raze it from her records] 
When all my ſquadrons fled, and left their king 
Old and deſenceleſs: him, who nine whole years 
Had taught them how to conquer : Yes, my friends, 
For nine whole years againſt the ſons of rapine 
I led my veterans, oft to victory, 
Never "till then to ſhame, Bear with me, Druid, 
I've done: begin the rites, 


CHORUS. 


11 
CHORUS. 

On wouly bs hes 
A frame of mind, more feed ww thee meas, 
P An thee, Prince * that Regonaton mark, 
[ra dore-ey'd Prace, handmacd of Swndchey, 
Approcch'd this altar with thee * "Read of rhete, 
>=. | nw gauat Revenge, cntanguun d Mawghss, 
A: mad Ambition, chaging bs thy foul, 
to nach ther back w Uber dome, 
Bui ty 4 vain and muiicrablic works , 
Whot miſery, and vanity, the” wy'd, 
Ti. till buld't dcarer than tus flema fhwwe, 
Whore Quiet reigns with Views * Fry we yas 
Wen Houlinefs can do | for auch it can: 
Mauch = the potrney of pious prayer : 
A: nuch the tacred infdlucnce cunvey 4 
By ge nayvtterwss office : when the foul, 
„Ach d by the power of muſic trom her cull 
n Seth, thraldom, teels> hericit vpdocn 
Un plumes of extaly, and bokily tprings, 
I twellns harmonies and prakag bymas, 


Up ts the porch of den. Strike, then, ye Bags | 


2 ike ill vouur rings frmaphonious , wake 4 run 


\Lay pelictrate, may purge, may Nu, 
Aa? 
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His yet unhallow'd boſom ; call ye hither 
The airy tribe, that on yon mountain dwell, 
Ev'n on majeſtic Snowdon : they, who never 
Deign viſit mortal men, ſave on ſome cauſe 
Of higheſt import, but, ſublimely ſhrin'd 
On its hoar top in domes of cryſtalline ice, 
The fkes' pure ſapphire, neareft heav'n itſelſ. 

ODE. 

L 1. 
Mona on Snowdon calls : 

Hear, thou King of mountains, hear ; 
Hark, the ſpeaks from all her firings ; 
Hark, her loudeſt echo rings ; 

King of mountains, bend thine car : 
Send thy ſp:rits, ſend them ſoon, 

Now, when Midnight and the Moon 

Mert upon thy front of ſnow : 

Ser, their gold and cbon rod, 
Where the ſober filters nod, 

And greet in whiſpers ſage and flow. 

Snowdon marx tis Magic's hour ; 

Now the mutter'd ſpell hath power ; 

Power to rend thy ribs of rock, 

And burſt thy baſe with under fhock ; 


1 } 
But to tee no ruder ſpell 
Shall Mona uſr, than theic that dwell 
la muſc feeret cells, and he 
Stecp d n the he of harmony. 
L 2 
Snowwon 2 heard the 274m : 
Mark, amid the wond'ring grove 
Orher harpungs anſwer , 
Orher vouces meet our car, 
Faun feuer, ſhavows move, 
Bal, murmurs hum around, 
Rutthag veitments druf the grown. , 
Round, and round, amd rownd ry 2, 
Theo” the twilight, they” the hace, 
Mount the —— head, 
And gd the tuticd mfiotve. 
Ceafe, ye gar ag race of g. 
Here, anrang < an order cc, 
Sperad your vice of Lifirunm huc , 
For lo, with more thas morta! fre, 
Hark, he fwceps the mafter-Lrags ; 
! en all —— 


CHORUS, 
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CHORUS. 

Hreak off; a ſullen ſmoke involves the altar; 
The central oak doth ſhake ; I hear the found 

eps profane: CARACTACUS, retire; 
Dear hence the victims ; Mona is polluted. 

S EMI CHORUS. 

Aer, as we did watch the caſtern fide, 
We fpict and inftzat ſciz d two ſtrangetr youths, 
V ho, in the bottom of a ſhadowy dell, 
H. ld carnctt comerſc: Bruns do they ſeem, 
And of Br:gzntien race. 

CHORUS. 
VELLINUVS, ELIDURUS, CHORUS. 
ELIDURUS. 

' Oh ſpare, ye ſo» and venerable Druids ! 
Your countrymen and fons. 
CHORUS. 

And are ye Brizons ? 
Unhead of proferation : Rame herſelf, 
EF: 'n impiout Rome, hom conguet makes more impiovs, 
Would not have did fo rafhbly. Oh! for words, 
Dig with che erent force of execration, 
To blaſt the d=cd, and docrs. 

ELI 


131 
ELIDURUS 
Spare the wa, 
Oh tpare our youth ? 
CHORUS. 
b 4 act wow hu hows, 
I'kc bolv ow, when = the chandhet ew 
Güde chad thc tall ard's 4 4, 
i t» hes ncthes world 4 wirann $:.liwt, 
(cs bn, that wo the Re wang ca of Beans 
* lgron's voice Rronkd plead * Vhe wony babe 
Knows this, and, ciace awan ©þ, bas bak awe 
{_ 1, w the gas, amd on bu. noocont counn 
Cs down a icing. Shell your manly won 
Pax 4 ::uorance, ad ungwudy paciume 
Is ucad, wh vie wacunkcrard feet, 
Un Monz's hullow 4 place? bao, wine, Lonaw, 
At any hewr fach buldack w a Guan, 
A hes KL. 
VYELLINUEVS 
Were Mas > place 
\tore halluwe'd fill, bailkew'sd 2 i How 'n's £ 
it. Can might piced was pagdua. 
ELIDURELS. 
bes DÞ 
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True, we have rafhly dar d, yet ſorc d by duty, 
Our fov'rugn's mand 
VELLINUS. 
| Elder by my buth, 
Brother, I claim, in right of clderſhip, 
To open our high cmbaſſy. 
CHORUS. 
Speak then ; 
But ſec thy words anſwer in honcſt weight 
To this proud prelude, Youth ! they muſt be weighty 
T'atone for ſuch à crime. C 
VELLINUS. 
| If then w give 
New ucives to vangquiſh'd valour ; if 16 do, 
What, with the bleſſing of the Gods, may fave 
A bleeding country from oppacfiion's fword, 
Bc weighty buſincſe, know, on our cummillion, 
And on its hop'd ſucceſs, that weight dec 
CHOKUS. 
Declare it then at once, briefly and boldly, 
VELLINUCS, 
CARACTACYS is here. 
CHORUS. 
S thou, proud boy ? 
'Ts 
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Ts boldly Gd, and, grant rene waly ia, 
Thak't thou he were not bore from fraud or fhroce 
As fate, a5 un a camp of conguerues 
e, youth, be would be guarded by the Gods ; 
Ther own high bottage ; and cah Gord bu 
Of his Glected head, would in theke cancras 
Sleep with the waſuan'd flver of ths mine, 
As precious and as fate ; record the ware, 
Mun Monz e's betray's the haplets worth, 
That made ber groves his refuge. 

VELLINUS 
[king not fo harthiy of our te e 
Cau free, alas duch in ous waar d hand: * 
Can fraud in our young bowams ? No, diced ear, 
Our bufincks told, I uit thou It hoon dale inns 
The vain Guipicios ; and thy N car 
(Be rave Canacracys of here n abfent} 
dhall inflaac in it. Five the north we comes ; 
The tons of ber, whok boar u-cnmullce fon y 
Bicfics the bold Brigances j men who holy 
Hare three hong uanons withftoad thete Rowen | 
Which, kd by n Osroares, Gt fl 
Our romticys : yet ie off have ous Bow ee 

B b 4 
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Repell'd their hot aflault, that now, like falcoas, 
They hang ſuſpended, loath to quit their prey, 
Nor daring yet to ſeize it. Such the ſtate 

Of us and Rome; in which our prudcat mother, 
Revolving what might beſt ſecure her country 
From this impending ruin, gave us charge 

To feck the great CARACTACVHS, and call 

His valour to ber aid, to lead her bands, 

To ſight the cauſe of liberty and Britain, 

And qucl!l theſe ravagers. 

[ Caraftacms farts from behind the altar. 
CARACTACUS, VELLINUS, ELIDURUS, 
CHORUS. 
CARACTACUS. 

And ve have found me ; 
Friends, ve have found me lead rac to your Queen, 
And the lat purple drop in theic old veins 
Shall fall for her and Britain. 

CHORUS. 
Rai, raſh Prince ! 
VELLINTUES. 

Ve bleſt immortal powers is this the man, 
The wirt than man, who for ni Moody years 
Wundt 22 a} Roms ? He ts; that warlike front, 
; | Scam 


( 7] 
um d o'er with heart fars, prockens be © : 
Karel, brother, kneel, while in has novel hand 
We lodge the Ggnet this, in pladge of farh, 
Great CARLTIHMANDY 4 ſends, and with + wils thee 
vac Þ. 2 nodicr plodge than the boi 
— 1 — 
CARACTACES 
Cavineeia 
VELLINUS. 
$atby wal ous Me incs. 
CARACTACES 
How, when, where mefews's * maghey Cad, 1 nas i, 
For it & tar, this Ggnet ipraks & was, 
nn ul ac enhy, 
VELLINUS 
In 2 Gllv, Prace, 
a. ablcr Chatth, ny gra wes ane 
Cammittcd W wy CRasge, Gus Wiz the.. 4 
Ons cutrwerk of the camp ; the aak ws wn 
Favwuur'l our arias, 2d here my bappy 5-4 
W.; Joom'd with other poiluaes © ink. 
Ic 24 tve en. 
CARAaCTACES 
Let we ©'a/s Rus, wu, 
4 Aus 


1188 J 


And thou Galt be my fon : I had one, ſtranger, 
Juſt of thy years; he look d like thee right honcf ; 
Had juſt that freeborn boldneſs on his brow, 
And yet he fail'd me. Vere it not for him, 
Who, 25 thou feefſt, cv'n at this hour of jov, 
Draws tcars down mine old check, 1 were 2s bleſt 
As the great gods. Oh, be has all diigrac d 
His high-born anceſtry ! But IMU forget him. 
Haſte, Evetixa, barb my knotty ſpear, 
Bind faft this truſty falchion to my thugh, 
My bow, mi targęct. | 
CHORUS. 
| Raſh Caracracys? 

What haſt thou done ? What doſt thou mean to do ? 

CARACTACUS. 
To fave my country. | 


CHORUS. 
To berrzy thyſelf. 


That thou haſt don: ; the reit thou can it not do, 
I: IIcav'n forbids; and of its awful will 
1 by fury recks not: Has the bleeding victim 
Four'd 2 propitious ſtrcam the milk-whae ficed- 
Unrcin's and neighing pranc'd with fav'ring Reps ? 
Say, when theſe youths 2pproach'd, did act a guft 

Or 


{wg} 
(1 wid Qmnoke involve the bickenag fac * 
Did not the ect tremble * every omen 
Led thee to doube their hunety of purputc , 
And yet, tore their tongues could wil thus puopete, 
Ex | had wender'd,, as our laws onda, 
Their ut of lnb, thy rudenets af befunr me, 
lot age my juſt u 
CARACTACUES. 
Dru, acthuk:, 
At fuck 2 time, un fuck 2 cauſe, Reprod 
Miche bang its racks. Now, by teas, I frch, 
B-yond all emens, that withua my decadt, 
Which marthuls me wo cunguett , rwanething MI 
That fnatches me beyond alt muctal tan, 
Lutz me to where cen er jabper oun 
Sts fame-rod's V iftory, whe calls awe fon, 
And crowns me with 4 palm, whoic deathici> 200. 
Shall bloom when Can't fades. 
CHORUS. 
Vaan coals 
CARACTACEST 
Y<cl what in all — 
CHORUS. 


"Tis axcet thaw Grawld't. 
+. 
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Thou art a King, a for'reign o'er frail man ; 
I am a Druid, ſervant of the Gods; 
Such ſervice is above ſuch fov'reignty, 
As well thou know'ft : if they ſhould prompt theſe hp: 
To interdit the thing thou dar II to do, 
What would avail thy daring ? 
CARACTACUS. 
Holy man! | 
But thou wilt bleſs it; Heav'n will bid thee bleſs it; 
Thou know ſt that, when we fight to fave our country, 
We fight the cauſe of Heav'n. The man that falls; 
Falls hallow'd ; falls a victim for the Gods ; 
For them and for their altars. 
CHORUS. 
Valiant Prince ! 
Think not we lightly rate our country's weal, 
Or thee, our country's champion. Well we know 
The glorious meed of thoſe exaited fouls, 
Who flame like thee for freedom : mark me, Prince; 
Thron d in a burning car, the thund'ring wheck: 
Arm'd with gigantic ſcythes of adamant, 
Shall ſcour this field of life : and in the ca. 
The kend Oblivion: kingdoms, empires, worlds 
X 


{ 91 ] 
Mick in the general blaze : when, io, from huge 
Andratte darting, catches from the wreek 
The roll of fame, clags her aſcending plumes, 
And Rampe on orcat Has cach patriot aaenc, 
Round her eternal dume. 
CARACTACUES. 
And 1 will hear thee, till actrnmen func 
Ia zcediets extady. 
CHORUS. 

This the” we know, 
Let man beware with heaiong zcal w ruth 
Where flaughter calls ; it is not courage, Prince, 
Nu nor the pride and pracu. d full un ms, 
That gains this mecd : the warmer is 26 gatricr, 
Fave when, obſequicus to the will of Hear'n, 
H. <raws the uad of vengeance. 
CARACTACCES. 

Sum, Drad, 

duck fair occaten eas the will of Hor hr n— 
CHORUS. 
March, perchance thou haſt a tar occafins : 
Bur, if thou haft, the Gods will fron decker in: 
Ther fov'reign will thew know toe hes a leave 
De- 


1192 
Demands our ſearch. Ye mortals all retice | 
Leave ye the grove to us and Inſpiration ; 
Nor let a ſtep, or ev'n one glance profanc, 
Steal from your caverns : ſtay, my holy brethren, 
Ye time-cnnobled Scers, whotc rev'rend brows 
Full cighty winters whaten ; you, ye Bards, 
Leoiive, Capwalilt, Hort, Caras, 
Attend upon our flumbers : Wond'rous men, 
Ye, whoſe ſxill'd fingers know how beſt to lead, 
Thro' all the maze of found, the wayward fiep 
Of Harmony, recalling oft, and oft 
Permitting her unbridled courſe to ruſh 
Thro' diſſonance to concord, ſweeteſt then 
Ev'n when expected harſheſt. Manon, thou 
Alone ſhalt lift thy voice ; no choral pcal 
Shall drown thy ſolemn warblings ; thou beſt know 
That opiate charm which lulls corporcal ſenſe: 
Thou haft the key, great Bard ! that beſt can ope 
The portal of the foul ; unlock it ſtraight, 
And lead the penfive pilgrim on her way, 
Through the vaſt regions of futurity. 


[ Exeunt Caretiacus, Follinus, Kc. 


CHO- 
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CHORUS. 
ODE. 
L s. 
Hai), thou Harp of Pheygian frame * 
In years of yore that Camber huee 
Fram Troy's GCpulchral Slane ; 
With tent Barz, tw Bricxza's we 
The mighty munitre} came : 
Sublime upon the dun ths prow, 
He bad thy manly modes tw Sow ; 
B:twan board the tn dull, 
She flung her white arms oe the ka; 
Proud wa her leafy n tw enfubd 
The freight of harmony. 
L 2. 
Mutc till then was ev'ry plan, 
Save where the fluod v <t mouniuic ac 
Tumbled hu txkc aman” 
And Echo from th unpending woud 
Rcſornded the rie ran, 
Wale trom the nocth . tullen gaic 
Wah bullow whitthngs thous the 1, 
Dina] notes, and aafwer'd four 
B. Gage bow! the heaths aG:0ny, 
C < 


1194] 
What time the wolf doth bay the trembling moon, 


Thou ſpak'ft, unperial Lyre, 
Thc rough roar ccas'd, and airs from high 
Lapt the land in extaſy: 
Fancy, the fairy, with thee came ; 
And Inſpiration, bright-cy'd dame, 
Oft at thy call would leave her ſapphire ſky ; 
And, if not vain the verſe preſumes, 
Ev'n now ſome chaſte Divinity is near: 
For lo! the found of diſtant plumes 
Pants thro' the pathleſs deſert of the air. 
'Tis not the flight of her; 
Tis fleep, her dewy harbinger ; 
Change, my harp, Oh change thy meaſures z 
Cull, from thy mellifluous treaſures, 
Notes that ſtral on even feet, 
Ever flow, yet never pauſing, 
Mixt with many a waible ſweet, 
In a ling'ring cadence cloſing, 
While the pleas'd pow'r fiaks gently down the flies, 
And (cal: with hand of Cown the Druid's flumb'ring eyes. 


Thrace 


136 


. us. 
Ice 1 pauſe, eis 
The central ing, and now 1 cng 
(B, aii d luce profound) 
A venteld che, and bucey, and wing 
Abort, below, around, 
19 mix thy make with the ſphere, 
That warble to unawetal car. 
Lulpuaton heass the call; 
She riſes from ber throne bre, 
Aud, fudden a> the glancing actors tall, 
She comes, the fills the grove. 
IL 2. 
Hen her post, Mi waving hand 
A pencil bears ; the days, the years, 
Ariic at her command, 
Aud cach ubedicnt culouring wear. 
Lo, where Time's pictur'd band 
la hucs cthereal glude abong ; 
Oh mark the tranktory thevay , 
Now they dazzle, now they dic, 
Iaftanc they fit hen b t ty hae, 
Mack the bluc forms of faint futuiity, 
On mark them crc they fade. 
Cez3 
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Why burſts thro” cloſed lids the tear ? 

Its white and venerable ſhade ? 

Why down the conſccrated head 
Courſes in chilly drops the dew of fear ? 

All is not well, the pale-cy'd moon 
Curtains her head in clouds, the ſtars retire, 

Save from the ſultry ſouth alone, 

Ev'n ſlecp herſclf will fly, 

If not rccall'd by harmony. 

Wake, my lyre ! thy ſuſteit numbers, 
Such as nurſc ecſtatic flumbers, 
Sweet as tranquil virtue feels 

When the toil of life. is ending, 

And, on ncw-born plumes aſcending, 
Haſtens to lave in the bright fount of day, 
Till Deſtiny prepare 2 ſhrine of purer clay. 

[The Druid waking, fdeats. 
CHORUS. 
It may not be. Avaunt terrific axe ; 


Why hangs thy bright edge glazing v'er the grove ? 
Oh 
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Oh tor 2 giant”s nerve ww ward the firoke | 

at bows, it folks, 

Where am 1? buſh, wy Gul! 
"Twas a} 2 dren. Reſume no marc the train : 
The hour u pat: my brethren * what ie Gas, 
(u what ye fan, & by your locks | nad, 

Bore hike ill-omen'sd thape) bould 4 in lone, 
The midnight air falls chilly on my boat; 

And now | river, now a kw ob glow 
Scurches my ak. Hark, me fiep approaches. 
EVELINA CHORUS. 
EVELINA 
Thu, with my wayward fans, tn» bur wabiaica 

On your drcad fynad, rowang, as ye kom, 
} rum holy trance, appears a deiperate dad, 
Ev'n to the wretch who dares in. 
CHORUS. 


Voge! qackly 


Pronouace the caule. 
EVELINA 
Boi with 2 funple mand 
Too prone to fear, chance my fears are vain. 
CHORUS 
But ver declare them. 


[ 1981 
EVELINA. 
I ſuſpect me much 


I” The faith of cheſe Brigantes. 

CHORUS. 

Sys thou, Virgin 

Heed what thou ſay'it ; Suſpicion is a gueſt 
That in the breaſt of man, of wrathful man, 
| Too oft” his welcome finds ; yet ſeldom ſure 
8. In that ſubmiſſive calm that ſmooths the mind 
. Of maiden Innocence. 
% EVELINA. 
4 | I know it well : 
1 Yet muſt I fiill diftruſt the elder anger: 
1 For while he talks, (and much the flatterer talks) 
His brother's ſilent carriage gives diſproof 
Of all his boaft ; indeed I mark d it well; 
And, as my father with the elder held 
Bold ſpeech and warlike, as is till his wont 
When fir'd with hope of conqueſt, oft I faw 
A ſigh unbidden cave the younger's breaſt, 
Half check d as it was rais'd ; ſometimes, methought, 
His gentle eye would caft a glance on me, 
As if he pitied me; and then again 
Would faſten on my father, gazing there 


To 


T's 
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To veneration ; then he'd figh agaia, 
Look on the ground, and hang bu modeſt heal 
Mot penfiveiy. 


CHORUS. 

The may demand, my brethc-'2, 
More ferious fearch : Virgina ! proceed. 
EVELINA 

"Tis was, 


My father, rapt in bigh heroic zcal, 
Hs cv'ry thought big with his country's freedom, 
Hoca not the different carriage of theiw brethren, 
Ti- younger's manners have | know not what, 
That fpcaks him far more arties. This befides, 
b not firange, if, as the tale reports, 
She hould not fend or to my fire, or me, 
Some tond remembrance of her love * ab | avac, 
Wah tears I fpeak it, none, not her dear bieffing 
Ha teach d my longing cars. 
CHORCUES. 

The Gods, wy ichen, 
Have wak'd theſe doubts un the nd boontt 
Ot w mild maiden , oft o ma foftnet:, 


The 
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Oft to the purity of virgin fouls 
Doth heav'n its voluntary light diſpenſe, 
When victims bleed in vain. They muſt be fpics. 
Hic ther, good CaxTAUHR , and to our preſence 
Summon the youn'7 Bri, avtian. 
EVELINA. 
Do nut that, 
Or, if ye do, yet treat him nothing ficraly ; 
The ſofteſt terms ſrum ſuch a tender breaft 
Will draw confeffion, aud, if ye ſhall tad 
The treaſon ye ſuſpect, forbear to curſe him. 
(Not that my w-aknels means to guide your wiſdom) 
Yet, as I think he would not wittiagly 
E'er do a deed of baſenchs, were it granted 
That I might queſtion him, my heart forcbodes 
It morc could gain by gcatlencels and prayers, 
Than will the ferceſt threats, 
CHORUS, 
Perchance it may : 
And quickly halt thou try. But fee the ing 
And with him both the youths. 
EVELINA. 
A'as ! my fears 
Farewent my crrand, clic had I inform'd thee 


That 


J 
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That therefore did | come, and from my facher 
To gain admifion. Mark the younger, Dru, 
How fad he feems ; oft did be in the cave 
$0 10d . — 
CHORUS 

We mark him much, and much 
The eldcr's free and dreadiets cunbdence. 
Virgin, retire awhile in yonder vale, 
Nor, tall thy royal farher quits the grove, 
Rotume thy Ration here. 


{ £x44 Evoling. 
CARACTACUS, CHORUES, VEL 
LINUS, ELIDURUES. 
CARACTACUES. 
14 2. Dew ' 
M; cager foul av kunger could bultun 
The pangs of expectation ; hence 1 frag 
I's vga innocence of Ercliina, 
ed to bexak pon your privacy » 
She act cturn d, Oh pardon ! that wacall'd 
| follow : the great cauſe, | with, abfaives ws: 
Tis your's,, "tis freedurn's, as the cant of hean's; 
An lure heav's owns it beck 
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Oft to the purity of virgin ſouls 
Doth heav'n its voluntary light diſpenſe, 
When victims bleed in vain. They muſt be ſpics. 
Hic thee, good CaxTaiER, and to our preſence 
Summon the young Bri, antian. 
EVELINA. 
Do not that, 
Or, if ye do, yet treat him nothing ſteruly: 
The ſoſteſt terms from ſuch 2 tender breaſt 
Will erw confcflion, and, if ye ſhall tad 
The treaſon ye ſuſpedt, forbear to curic him. 
(Not that my weakneſs mcans to guide your wildom ) C 
Yet, as I think he would not wittingly 
er do 2 deed of baſencſs, were it granted 
That I might queſtion him, my heart forcbodes 
It more could gain by gentleneſs and prayers, 
Than vill the ficrceſt threats. 
CHORUS. 
Perchance it may : 
And quickly ſhalt thou try. But fee the King! 
And with him both the youths. 11 
EVELINA. 
A'as ! my fears 
Furewent my crrand, clic had I inform d thee 


T 
T 
H 
Se 


That 


120] 


That therefore did 1 come, and from my facher 
To gain admiffon. Mark the younger, Drud, 
How fad he ſeems ; oft did be in the cave 
So fold his 2 

CHORUS 

We mark him much, amd much 

The elder's free and drcadicts cuntdence. 
Virgin, tete ha in yonder vale, 
Nor, ul thy royal farher quits the grove, 
Refurnce thy Ration here. 


{ Exit Exnciing. 
CARACTACUS, CHORUES, VEL 
LINUS, ELIDURUES. 
CARACTACUES. 
Forge me, Dx 
My cager foul ao longer could futtun 
The pangs of expectation ; hence | fene 
The virgin innocence of Evaiina, 
dateſt to break upon your privacy - 
She not return d, Oh pardon ' that vacﬀaltFd 
| follow : the great cauſe, I wait, abfoives me : 
Tis your's, — "tis the cauſe of heav's ; 
And fure bea n owns it fuck. 
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All that by ſage and ſanctimonious rites 
Might of the Gods be aſk'd, we have eſſay d; 
And yet, nor to our wiſh, nor to their wont, 
Gave they benign aſſent. 

CARACTACUS. 

Death to our hopes 
CHORUS. 
While yet we lay in ſacred lumber tranc'd, 
Sullen and fad to fancy's frighted eye 
Did ſhapes of dun and murky huc 2dvance, 
In train tumultuous, all of geſture ſtrange, 
And paſling horrible ; ſtarting we wak'd, 
Yet felt no waking calm; ſtill all was dark, 
Still rang our tinkling ears with ſcreams of woe. 
Suſpicious tremors 1. 
VELLINUS. 
Of what ſuſpicious ? 
Dru'd, cur Q en 
CHORUS. 
Rettrain thy wayward tongue, 

Inſolent youth ! in ſuch licentious mood 
To interrupt our ſpeech ill ſuits thy years, 
And worſe our ſanctity. C A. 
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CARACTACUS. 
"Ts has difirets 
Would pay ye holily. "Thiak what he feels, 
Poor youth ' who fears yoa moon, before he wane, 
May fee his country conquer d, fee his mocher 
The victor's fave, her royal blood debe d. 
Dragging her chains thro the throng 4 ftreers of Rome, 
To grace oppreffion's triumph. Hourrid thought ' 
Say, can it be that be, whoſe frenuous youth 
Adds vigour to his virtue, ( can bear 
This patiently ? he cames to A my aid, 
And, that withheld, (as now he needs mult fas) 
Vhat mean, alas ! are left? frarch Bncain mand, 
What chief dares cope with Rome ? what King but bokds 
His loan of power at Pact, will, 
At beit a ſcepter'd fave ? 
VELLINUS. 
Ya, Mars, yer, 
if Hevn reftrains thy form doble fwocd, 
Or to its fake denies that jult fcocrts 
Which Hen alone can give, I fear me muck 
Our Queen, ourkeives, nay Britain's feif, cult perih. 
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CARACTACUS. 
But is not this a fear makes Virtue vain ? 
Tears from yon minift ring regents of the ſky 
Their right ? Plucks from firm-handed Providence, 
The golden reins of ſublunary ſway, 
And gives them to blind Chance ? If this be fo, 
If Tyranny muſt lord it o'er the carth, 
There's Anarchy in Heav'n. Nay, frown not, Druid, 
] do nds think tis thus. 
CHORUS. 
We truſt thou do ft not. 
CARACTACUS. 
Maſters of Wiſdom No: my foul confides 
In that all-healing and all-forming Power, 
Who, on the radiant day when Time was born, 
Caft his broad eye upon the wild of occan, 
And calm du with 2 glance: then, plunging deep 
Hu mighty arm, pluck d from its dark domain 
Tun throne of Freedom, lifted it to light, 
Gur u with ſilver cliffs, and call d it Britain: 
He did, and will preſerve it. 
CHORUS. 
Pious Prince, 
In that all-healing and all-forming power 
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Still let thy foul confide bat not in men, 
No, not in theſe, ingenuous a they fem, 
"Till they are try d by that high wit of farh 
(ur anc ant laws ordain. 
VELLINUS. 
Hutt was Serr, 
Merhinks our Sov eigne he t well ee pload 
Her envoy's faith. Thy pardon, mighty Droucd, 
Not for ourſelves, but for our ucrn we plead ; 
Muttrufting ws, ye wound bor honour. 
CHORUS. 


Peace ; _ 
Our will admits no parkey. Thicher, Yourks, 
Turn your aftenih'd cycs ; brhobd yoo huge 
— fphere of hviang adamant, " 
Which, pow'd by mage, wits > central weight 11 
On yoader pointed rock een it hems, 
Such i» its range amd vidtuous property, 
I: moves obfequioenrs to the enten wuch | 
Of him, whoſe breaſt is pure; but wo 4 traites, | 
Tuo wn 2 giant's prowefs e d his am, 9 
It ftands as fixt as Snowdon. Neo reply ; | 1 
The God: command that one of you mutt now 7 


Approach and try it; ian your lnowy veits, 
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Ye Prieſls, involve the lots, and to the younger, 
As is our wont, tender the choice of Fate. 
ELIDURUS. 
Heav'ns is it fall'n on me? 
CHORUS. 
Young Priace, it is; 
Prepare thee for thy trial. 
ELIDURUS. 
Gracious Gods ! 
Who may look up to your tremendous thrones, 
And ſay his breaſt is pure? All-ſcarching Powers, 
Ye know already how and what 1 am; 
And what ye mean to publiſh me in Mona, 
To that I yield and tremble. 
CARACTACUS. 
Rouſe thee, Youth ! 
And, with that courage honeſt Truth ſupplics, 
(For ſure ye both are true) haſte to the trial; 
Bchold I lead thee on. 
CHORUS. 
Prince, we arreſt 
Thy hafty ſtep; to witneſs this high teſt 
Pertains to us alone. Awhile retire, 
And in yon cave his brother be thy charge; 
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The trial paſt, again we will conker, 

Touching that part which Heav'n's deciding chose 
Wills thee to act. 


{ Eneunt Caradtacns and Finn; 


CHORUS, ELIDURUS. 
CHORUS 
Now be the rites prepar'd : 
and now, ye Bards, chant ye that cuſtum d byma, 
The prelude of this fam d folemaity. 
ODE. 
I. 2. 
Thou Spirit pure, that fpread' unſeen 
Thy puuons o'er this hond vous iphere, 
And, breathing thro' each rigid vein, 
Ful with ſtupendous lite the marble mats. 
And bid'® it bow upon its baſe, 
When for 'reign Truth is near ; 
Spirit iavidible ! to thee 
We fwell the folemn harmony ; 
Hear us, and aid : 
Thou, that in Virtue's cauſe 
Ver-ruleft Nature's laws, 
Oh hear, and aid with influence high 
The fons of Pence and Picty. Furt 
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Firſt-born of that ethereal tribe 
Call'd into birth ere time or place, 

Whom wave nor wind can circumſcribe, 
Heirs of the liquid liberty of Light, 
That float on rainbow pennons bright 

Thro' all the wilds of ſpace; 
Yet thou alone of all thy kind 
Can'ſt range the regions of the mind, 
That dark meand'ring maze, 
Where wayward Falſhood ftrays, 
And, ſcizing ſwift the lurking ſprite, 
Forces her forth to ſhame and light. 


Can't rouſe her from her formidable fleep, D 
And bid her dart her raging talons deep ; 
Yet, ah ! too ſeldom doth the furious fiend 
Thy bidding wait; vindictive, ſelf prepar d, L 
She knows her torturing time ; too ſure to rend 
The trembling heart, when Virtue quits her guard. 
Pauic 


1 
Pauſe then, ccleſtial gueſt ! 
And, brooding on thine adamantine ſphere, 
If fraud approach, Spirit, that fraud declare ; 
To Conſcience and to Mona leave the reſt. 
CHORUS. 
Heard'it thou the awful invocation, Youth, 
\Wrapt in thoſe holy harpings ? 
ELIDURUS. 
Sage, | did; 
And it came 0'er my foul as doth the thunder, 
While diſtant yer, with an expected burtt, 
It threats the trembling car. Now © the wat. 
CHORUS. 
Eee that, bethiak thee well what rg'rows doom 
Ancnds thine act, if fackng, certucn drach - 
do certaun, that un our abfolvieg tongues 
Reſts not that power may fave thee: Thow mult Ge. 
EVELINA, ELIDURUS, CHORCES. 
EVELINA 
Die, Gy thou? Drud! 
ELIDURUS. 
rates bers? 
Lead to the rack. 
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CHORUS. 


No, Youth, zwhile we ſpare thee ; 


And, m our tread, permit this roval maiden 
To urge thee hrſt with virgin gentleneſs; 
Relpect our clemency, and meet her queſtions . 
With anſwers prompt and truc ; fo may't thou "frape 
A ſterner trial. 
ELIDURUS. | 
Rather to the rock — 

EVELINA 
Noſ thou diidain me, Prince Loft as I am, 
XMethinks the daughter of CARACTACUS 
Night mera milder treatment : ] was born 
To roval hopes and promaſe, nurs'd ith" lap 
(2: fot: profperiy ; alas the change 
mam but to adcrels 2 few brief weeds 
To this voung Prince, and he doth turn his eve, 
And 1corns to anfwer me. 

CLHIDURDS 
Scurn thee, ſweet Maid? 

——Eä 2 — | 

ins 

And can' thou frar me, Youth? 


Lern wiilk ] lat & lite of rovalty, 
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In nothing bart, or cruct : and, . 
Mo fortune works upon the mand 4 men, 
[For forme they fay it twrns ts very Boar) 
Mine | am fore it Gftens. Wert thew guilty, 
Yet | hould piry thee; nay, werr thou hangs 
To load this fuffcring heart with more mw thay , 
Sul hould | pay ther ;, nor cer beherne 
Thou would", on free and voluntary chown, 
Betray the ranocont. 
ELIDURCUS 
laverd | would not. 
EVELINA. 

No, gracious Youth, I do bulicve thaw would not 
For on thy brow the liberal hand of Fas a 
Has portray d Truth as üble and bald, 
As were the pictur'd funs that ct the brows 
Of our brave anceſtors. Say then, young Priact, 
{For therefore have I with's tw queſtion thee | 
2:ing ye no token of a macher fonncts 
To her expecting child Gentle thou cem , 
Fo viſt and to fouth with courtcous office, 
Neiße like ber's. A captive aud 4 een 
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Has more than common claim for pity, Prince, 
And ev'n the ills of venerable age 
Were cauſe enough to move thy tender nature. 
The tears o'ercharge thine eye. Alas, my fears | 
Sickneſs or fore infirmity had ſeiz'd her, 
Before thou left'ſt the palace, elſe her lips 
Had to thy care entruſted ſome kind meſſage, 
And bleſt her hapleſs daughter by thy tongue. 
Would ſhe were here ! 
ELIDURUS. 
Would Heav'n ſhe were 
EVELINA. 


An why ? 
ELIDURUS. 
Becauſe you wiſh it. 
EV ELINA. 
Thanks, ingenuous Youth, 
For this thy courteſy. Yet, if the Queen f 
As late thy brother boaſted, ſhe will calm 
Her woes, and I ſhall claſp ber aged knees 
Again, in peace and liberty.——Alas! 
He ſpeaks not; all wy fears are juſt. 
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ELIDURUS 
| What fear: ? 
The Queen Gurperta is not drad. 
EVELINA. 
Not dead ' 
But is he in that happy flare of freedom, 
Which we were taught to hope? Why agu A thou, Y ourh? 
Thy years have yer been profy'rous. Did thy farher 
E'er loc 2 kingdom ? Did captivity 
Ter feize thy ſhricking mother ? thou can't go 
To vonder cave, and find tby brother tate : 
He is not loft, as mine is. Youth, thou fgh't 
Again; thou haft not fure ſuch cauſe for forrow ; 
But if thou haſt, give me thy grief, I pray thee; 
] have 2 heart can foftly fymparkize, 
art ſympathy e 
ELIDURUS. 
Ok Gods ' Gods! 
She tears my foul. What fhull I fy? 
EVELINA 


Perchince, 
For all in this baud worlkd mutt have their woes, 


Thos too hat thine; and may'®, bike me, be wrencked, 
Haply amd the ru:nous waſte of war, 
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Mid that wild kavock, which thoſe fons of. blood 
Bring on our groaning country, ſome chaſte maid, 
Whoſe tender foul was link d by love to thine, 
Might fall the trembling prey to Roman rage, 
Ex'n at the golden hour, when holy rites 
Had feal'd your virtuous vows. If i were fo, 
Indeed I pity her 
ELIDURUS. 
Not that not that. 
Never till now did beauty's matchicts bean 
But I am dumb. 
EVELINA. 

Whr that dchected eve ? 
O'crhangs thy foul, thy ev'ry look proclaims. 
Why then refuſe it words * The heart, that bleeds 
From any ftroke of tate or human wrongs, 

Loves to diſcluſe itſelf, that liſt ning pity 

May drop 2 healing tear upon the wound. 

'T only, when with inbred horror fmote 

At ſome baic act, or donc, or to be done, 
That the recoiling foul, with conſcious dread, 
Shrinks back uno itſe!f. But thou, good Youth— 
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ELIDURUS. 
Cre. royal maid ' permit me tr depart. — 

EVELINA 
Vet hear me, firanger' Truth and Secrefe, 
Tho” fnends, are H. neceffary friends — 1 

E LI DUX US. 
go to try my truth — 

EVELINA 

Oh! po not hener 

la wrath ; think not, that | faſpe&t thy viewer 
Vet ignorance may oft make vietue Ede, 
And it — 


. 
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ELIDURUS. 

In pity fpare me. | 

EVELINA | 
If thy brother 

\ey, ſtart not, do not turn thine eye from mine ; þ 

peak, I conjure thee, is his purpoſe honeft ? 

| cnow the guilty price, that barbarous Rome 1 

Sets on my father's head ; and gold, vile gold, 1 

le now 2 charm for Britons Brib d by this, I 

"ould be betray him— Yes, I foe thou hudder'® 1 

\t the dire thought ; yet not, 2s if 'rwere firange ; 1 

-ut 25 our fears were mutual. Ah, yourg anger | 

That 
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That open face ſcarce needs a tongue to utter \ 
What works within, Come then, ingenuous Prince, if 
And inſtant make diſcovery to the Druid, 7 
While yet tis not too late. 
ELIDURUS. 
Ah! what diſcover ? 


Lay, whom muſt I betray ? 
EVELINA. 
Thy brother. 
ELIDURUS. 
Ha ' 


EVELINA. 
Who is no brother, if his guilty ſou! 
Teems with ſuch perfidy. Oh all ye ftars ' Era 
Can he be brother to a youth like thee, 
Who would betray an old and bonour'd King, 
That King his countryman, and one whoſe prowefs 
Once guarded Britain gainſt th aflailing world ? 
Can he be brother to 2 youth like thee, 
Who from a young, defenceleſs, innocent maid, 
Would take that King her father ? Make her ſuffer 
All that an orphan ſuffers ? Mare perchance : 
The rufian for.—Oh tcars, ye choke my utterance ' 
Can be be brother to 2 vouth like thee, 


Who 
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M bo would defile his ul by fuck black drc.bs / 
I: cannoc be———And yet, thou tall at Mens. 1 
Tun, youth, and fe me weep, Als, ie an hart: 
| am of royal blood, not wont ts knecl, 
Yet will I kneel to thee. Oh fave my father ! x 
Save a diſtrcisiul maiden trom the wc : 
Of barbarous men ' Be thou 2 brother ww ae, 0 
For mine alas hah ! [ Sers Ar viragns onter ing. 1 
ARVIRAGUS, EVELINA, ELIDURTS, 
CHORUS. 
ARVIRAGUYUS. 
Evezixa, uf ? 
know, maid, I nc'cr will tamely fee thee kno), 
En at the foot of Caran. 
EVELINA | 
"Tis han &i/ : 
And he will prove ey father's fears were ful, 
Falſe, as his fon is brave. Thus ef ff boat, 
Come to my arms. VW here haft thou born, thu © cl 
How wer't thou fav's ? Indecd, Aunvinact:, 
| never hed fuck wars, face thou wort af, 
t or their are tears of rapeuce. | 
ARVIRAGUS | 
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aun would I greet thee, as a brother ought : 
But wherefore didſt thou kneel ? 
EVELINA. 
Oh ! aſk not now. 
ARVIRAGUS. 
By hcav'n I muſt, and he muſt anſwer me, 
Whoe'er he be, "What art thou, ſullen ſtranger 
ELIDURUS. 
A Briton, 
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ARVIRAGUS. 
Bricf and bold, 
EVELINA. 
Ah, ſpare the taunt: 
Fic merits not thy wrath. Behold the Druids ; 
Lo, they advance: with holy reverence firſt 
ARVIRAGUS. 
I will. 
Till imc allows us parley. 
ELIDURUS. 
Prince, I mean not. 
ARVIRAGUS. 
Sages, and ſons of heav'n IIluſtrious Druids ! 
Abruptly 
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Abruptly | approach yous fas red pootnm 
\ ct ſuch dive ud | 
CHORUS. 
On thy pen, prace | 
Thos hand accur'd, and by » farber's woe, h 
Of cruncs abhorr'd,, of comedies and fights, | 
And therefore may 'ft not in thee fired prunes 
Wherefore thou ficd't f For that buf act wan ban 4 
W. hold ao further comerte. 
ARVIRAGUS. 
Obs we Chu ! 
Am I the fon of your Canactacy:” 
And could 1 fy ? | 
CHORUES | 
Waſte nut or uae or ward. | 
But ts!) us why thou fled't ? 
ARVIRAGUS. 
L fed not, Drwd ' 
By the great Gods 1 fled not * Save to hop 
Our daſtard troops, that baicly tun d they bac. 
| opt, I rallicd them, when bo a uſt 1 
Of random caſt did level me with ch 4 
. | 
F 
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I ill midnight: Then, as from lung trance 
Awokr, 1 crawl'd upon my feeble limbs 
1s lune cottage, where a pitying hind 
Lod;'d me, and nouriſh'd me. My firength repair'd, 
It bucts not that I tell, what humble arts 
Compecll's I us'd to ſcreen me from the foe. 
How now a peaſant from a beggarly ſcrip 
] fa!d cheap food to flaves, that nam'd the price, 
Nor aftrr pave it. Now a minitre] poor 
With il!-run'd harp, and uncouth deſcant Qhrill 
] pid a thriftlcfs trade, and by ſuch ſhifts 
Did win obſcurity to ſhroud my name. 
\: length to cher conqueſts in the north 
Osrentes led his legions : Safer now, 
"ot net focure,, I to ſome valiant chicſs, 
hom war had ſpar d, diſcover d what I was ; 
And with them plann'd, how ſureſt we might draw 
Oar ſcaner'd forces to ſome rocky faſtnefs 
I rough Cacrnarvon, there to breathe in freedom, 
17 not with brave incurſion to opprefs 
The ihinly-tation'd foc. And foon our art 
$& well zrail'd, that now at Snowdon's foot 
Full wcaty troops of hardy veterans wait 
To call my ue their leader, 
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CHORUES. 
V baht uhh 
EVELINA 
He i>———> | Gid he was 4 valiant youth, 
Nor has he ham d bu race. 
CHORUS 
We< du believe 
Thy mode tale And may the rightcuus Gods 
Thus ever ſhed upon thy noble becatt 
Diſcreuon's cookag dew. When nurnur'd &, 
Then, only then, doth valour bluom mane. 
ARVIRAGUES. 
Yet vain is valour, huwfoc'er it bloom : 
Druid, the Gods frown on ws. All my hopes 
Are blaftce ; I hall ac'er ocyaan my frxads, 
Ne'er bi: them with my father. Holy men, 
| have 2 tale wo tell, will fake your fouls. 
Y ous Mons is invaded , Rome approaches, 
L ca 19 theke groves approaches. 
SEMICHORUS 
Hummer | hors | 
ARVIRAGUES 
Late as | landed on yoa kbghct beach, 
V\ ic pobking Hum Bs ks Us poplar has 
Thee 
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Their ſcatter d arms, and daſh them in the wave, 
There were their veſſels moor d, as if they ſought 
Concealment in the ſhade, and as I paſt 
Up yon thick-plamed ridge, I he their helms 
"Mid brakes and boughs trench d in the heath below, 
Where like a neſt of night-worms did they glitter, 
Sprinkling the plain with brightneſs. On 1 ſped 
With fident ftep, yet oft did pats fo near, 
Ten next to prodigy, I ce ed unſeen, 
CHORUS. 
Their number, Prince 
ARVIRAGUS. 
Few, if mance hafty eye 
Did find, and count them all. 
CHORUS, 
Oh brethren, brethren, 
Treaſon and ſaerilege, worſe focs than Rome, 
And bring him to our preſcnce. 
CHORUS, ELIDURUS, ARVIRAGUS. 
CHORUS. 
Say, thou falſe ont 
What doom bets the flave, who iclls his country ? 
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ELIDURUS. 0 
Death, tudden drach ' 
CHORUS 
No, beg rag pece cel inelh , 
And to fuch drath thy rocker and thyeif 
We now devote. Villa, thy drods ane known ; 
"Tis known, ye bed the wngrons Romans haber 
To faughter ws vn on eur boby alas. 
ELIDURUS 
That on my foul doth be fone fenret grit, 
Theſe hooks perforce will if: bn & na hay, 
Drvids, &t is not frar that fakes me thus ; 
The great Gods know, it & act: Yo can aover” 
For, what the' wikdoms bft> ye acat thats gual>, 
Ye cannct, like ws them, walock men's brafts, 
And rad their inmott thoughts, Ab! that ye cal. 
ARVIRAGUS. 
Wu haſt thou done ? 
ELIDURUS 
Whas, Prnce, | will act ll, 
CHORUS. 
\Wretch, there are n — 
ELIDURUS. 
1 know, and weniible means ; 
And 
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And tis both fit, that you ſhould try thoſe means, 
And 1 endure them: Yet I think, my paticnce 
Wl] for ſome ipace baſlle your torturing tury. 
CHORUS. 
Harrow thy ficth ' 
ARVIRAGUS. 
Stranger, ere this is try'd 
Conſeſs the whole of thy black perfidy ; 
do black, that when I look upon thy youth, 
Read thy mild eye, and mark thy modeſt brow, 
] think indced, thou durſt not. 
ELIDURUS. 
Such a crime 
Indeed ] durſt not; and would rather be 
The very wretch thou fect. III ſpeak no moe. 
CHORUS. 
Brethren, tis fo. The virgin's thoughts were juſt : 
This youth has been deceiv'd. 
ELIDURUS. 
Yes, one word more. 
You ſay, the Romans have invaded Mona. 
Give me a ſword and rwenty honeſt Britons, 


And 1 will quell thuls Romans, Vin demwnd ! 
Alas | 
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Alss ! you can Ye arc men of prace : 
Religinn's lf forbots. Lead then ts itunes 
ARVIERAGUES. 
Now On my foul this youth Loch mono mic mus 
CHORUS. 
Doth teach us tamely, bike the bleating hmb, 
Lo crouch before opprefion, and with neck 
Outitretch d await the firoke. Miſtaken boy ' 
Did not firit juſtice claim thee for ber within, 
We might full fatcly fend thee to thete Roman-, 
That tfacred trumpet bund with ble nn 
To yonder branching oak, the awful Lund 
Calls torth 2 thoutand Britons ran da 
Ia holy and in marval exercile, 
Nat by ſuch mode and rule, „ Roman: uo, 
But of that fherce portcntuuws bufrible wit, 
A hall appall ev'n Romans. 
ELIDURUS. 

Gran ranes goats * 
Then there ave hopes indeed. Ons call then infant, 
This Pre will kad them on : I't Gilow hin, 
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Ihe in my chains, and ſome way daſh them round 
1o hm the haughty foe. 
ARVIRAGUS. 
A thouſand Britons, 
And arm'd | Oh inſtaat blow the ſacred trump, 
And let me head them. Yet methinks this youth=om_ 
CHORUS. 
I know what thou wouldit ſay, might join thee, Prince. 
Truc, were he free from crime, or had conic. 
ELIDURUS. 
Confct. Ah, think not, I will car 
ARVIRAGUS. 
RefieR. 
Either thyſelſ or brother muſt have wrong d us: 
Thca why conccal—— 
ELIDURUS. 
Haſt thou 2 brother ? no! 
Elſe hatt thou ſpar'd the word; and yet a Tiſter 
Lorch 2 thine might more than teach thee, Prince, 
What 'tis to have a brother. Hcar me, Druids, 
The” 1 would prize an hour of freedom now _. 
Before an age of any after date: 
The” 1 would ſcize it as the gift of heav'n, 
And uſc i: as heav'n's gift ; yet do not think, 
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| & will perchaſ nt. Gre it me: freely, 
] yer will fpurn the boon, and bug my chains, 
"Till you do fwrar by your own boary beads, 
My brother hall be Gf. 
CHORUS. 
Lucile at vourh ! 
Thy words do fprak thy foul, and fack a foul, 
As wakes our wonder. Thos art free; thy boucher 
Shall be chane honour's pledge | © wil © uw han, 
As thou art falfe or woe. 
ELIDURUS. 
] aft ns cher. 
ARVIRAGUES. 
Thus then, my fellow-foldicr, w thy chap 
| give the hand of fricndfiip. Noble vouth, 
We feed, or dic together. 
CHORUS. 
Hear as, Prince * 
Mona permits not, that he fight her bactles, 
Till duly purificd : For the” his foul 
Took up vnwintngly ths deed 0: buirnets, 
Yet is luftration meet. Learn, that in vice 
There is a he ranknefs unpercts'd 
3; grofs curporeal fenſe, which f Ku 
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Hear'n's pure divinities, as us the ſtench 
Of vaprur wafted from fulphurcous pool, 
Or pois'nous weed obſcene. Hence doth the man, 
Who cv'n converſes with a villain, need 
As much purga'ion, as the pallid wretch 
'Scap'd from the walls, where frowning peſtilence 
Spreads wide her livid banners. For this caute, 

Ye Pricfts, conduct the youth to yonder grove, 
And do the necedful rites. Mean while ourfeli 
Will lead thee, Prince, unto thy father's prefence.— 
But hold, the King comes forth. 
[ Excunt Priefls with Elidurus, 
CARACTACUS, ARVIRAGUS, CHORUS, 
EVELINA. 
CARACTACUS. 
My fon, my fon ! 
Wh-t joy, what tranſport, doth thine aged ſirc 
Fer! in theſe filial foldings ! Speak not, boy, 
Nor interrupt that heart - felt extacy 
Shou i ke us mute. I know what thou wouldſt fay, 
Vet prither, peace. Thy ſiſter's voice hath clear d thee; 
And could excuſe find words at this bleſt moment, = 
Truft me, I's give it vent. But, tis cnough, 
Thy ather welcomes thee to him and honour : 
Honour, 
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Hom, that now with rape rows esta 
Calls thee bis own was oibpring. Dutt thew weep 
Ah, it thy tears twell not from joy's fron lpring, 
| beg thee, ſpare them : | have done thee wrong, 
Can make thee no atonement » None, abs * 
Thy father farce can bt thee, a» be ought; 
Unable hunicif, betet with fors acaund, 
Bercft of queen, of kingdom, aa of folders, 
He can but give thee portion of his dangers, 
Perchance and of his chains : Yet droop not, boy, 
V utuc is thil thine own. 
ARVIRAGUES. 
It , my father ; 
Pure as from thine illuftrious tount d came , 
And that uaſullied, let the world oppeets ws 
Let fraud and falſhooud rivet ferters oa ww, 
Still hall our fouls be free Net hope is eur, 
As well as vit. 
CARACTACUS. 
Spoken hike 2 Rue. 
True, hope is ours, and therefore et prepare : 
The moments now arc precious. Teal ws, Dru, 
Is it not mect, we fee the bends drawn cut, 
And mark they due array ? 
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CHORUS. 
Monarch, e n now 


They ſkirt the grove. 
CARACTACUS. 
Then let us to their front 
CHORUS. 
But is the traitor -N th in ſafety ladg d? 
CARACTACUS. 
Druid, he led 
CHORUS. 
Oh fatal flight to Mona ! 
CARACTACUS. 
But what of that? Anvinacvs is here, 
My fon is here, let then the traitor go, 
By this he has join'd the Romans : Let him join them ; 
A ſungle arm, and that a villain's arm, 
Can lend but little aid to any powers 
Oppos'd to truth and virtue. Come, my fon, 
Let's to the troops, and marſhal them with ſpeed. 
That done, we from theſe venerable men 
Win claim their ready blefüng: Then to battle ; 
And the ſwift ſun ev'n at his purple dawn 
Shall ſpy us crown'd with conqueſt, or with death. 
[ Exeurt Cara dacus, and Arif agu. 
CHO- 
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CHORUS, EVELINA 
CHORUS. | 
What may bis flight portend ' Say, Evetina, 
How came this youth to "cape ? 
EVELINA 
And that ty wit 
W:.! fx much blame on ay wnpatzxnt folly : 
For, cre your hallow'd bps had given promiffien, 
| &-w with cazer hafke w bear iy taker 
Nows of his fog's rin. Infa't wich ther, 
Tak, bow a filters zrabous beeuft mutt rho ? 
Your looks give wild aan | gland andecd 
Wuath the dear rake, and ipod ane is has car 
To pour the precious tdags : But ay ways 
Scarce nam'd Aavitacys, oc the alk tange: 
(As I berthvak me fhnce) with falihy pace 
Ficd to the cavern's mounh. 
CHORUS. 
The Lag purtucd * 
EVELINA 
Alas ! he mark'd him not, for 'rwas the moment, 
When be bad all w ak and all w fear, 
Touching my brother's valour. Hitherto 
1 afery oely, which but lietle man's hum, 
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Had reach d his cars : But when my tongue wnfolded 
The ſtory of his bravery and his peril, 
Oh how the tears cours'd plemteous down his cheeks ! 
How did he lift unto the heav'ns his hands 
In ſpeechleſs tranſport ! Yet he foon bethought him 
Of Rome's invahon, and with fiery glance 
Survey d the cavern round ; then ſnatch'd his ſpear, 
And menac'd to purſue the flying traitor : 
But I with prayers (Oh pardon, if they en'd) 
Withheld his ftep, for to the left the youth 
Had wing d his way, where the thick underwood 
Aﬀeorded ſure retreat. Beſides, if found, 
Was age a match for youth ? 
CHORUS. 

Maiden, enough ; 
Better perchance for us, if he was captive : 
But in the juſtice of their cauſe, and heav'n, 
Do Mona's ſons confide. 
BARD, CHORUS, ELIDURUS, EVELINA. 

BARD. 

Are finiſh'd, all ſave that which crowns the reft, 
And which pertains to thy bleſt hand alone : 
For that be knecls before thee, 
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CHORUS. 
Take hin bene”, 
\\ c may not tilt hin foorh w Subs our can 
ELIDURUES 
Now by AXB&ASTE'S „„ 
CHORUS. 
Nay, fwear not, en. 
The tic is broke, that held thy kalty 
Thy brother's fied. 
ELIDURCUES 
Flog ! 
CHORUS. 
To the Romans 34 ; 
Yes, thou haft cauſe to wemble. 
ELIDURUS. 
Al, einne 
Dags thus our love, docs thus cur inendibip cad * 
Was I thy brocker, vouth, and has thou left wc * 
Yes; and how left ave, cruct as theu art, 
The vaum of thy crimes | 
CHORUS. 
Tan, thou muit dic. 
ELIDURUS. 
; proy ye Gen on your beſt mercy, farker>, 
H b 
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Ic may be ſpeedy, I would fain be dead, 
If this be life, Yet I muſt doubt ev'n that; 
For fallchood of this ſtrange ſtupendous fort 
Scts firm- cy d reaſon on 2 gaze, miſtruſting, 
That what the ſces in palpable plain form, 
The ftars in yon blue arch, theſe woods, theſe caverns, 
Are all mere tricks of cozenage, nothing real, 
The viſion of a viſion. If he's fied, 
| ought to hate this brother. 
CHORUS, 
Yet thou doſt not. 

ELIDURUS. 
Perchance I ſhall.— And yet he is my brother, 
And he was virtuous once. Yes, ye vile Romans, 
Yes, I muſt dic, before my thirſty ſword 
Drinks one rich drop of vengeance. Yet, ye robbers, 
Yet will I curſe you with my dying lips : 
"T was you, that ſtole away my brother's virtue. 

CHORUS. 

Now then prepare to die. 

ELIDURUS. 

I am prepar'd. 

Yet, ſince I cannot now (what moſt I with'd) 
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Permit that om your bolck carth | wool, 
And pour one fervent prayer tos bot protection. 
Allow me this, for tho” you think me falic, 
The Gods will hear me. 
EVELINA 

I] can buld av lager ' 
Oh Druid, Druid, at thy Geer 1 alt; 
Yes, I muſt plead (away with viegia-dluſts>) 
For fuch a youth mult plcad. I'll dic w Gre han, 
Oh take my life, and ket him d be for Mow, 
| CHORUS. 
Viegia, ariſe. His vicwe hath redoens & han, 
And he ſhall pytt fur thee amd fas Bos Cunln 


Youth, thank ws with thy deeds. The wars & Gann, 


And ave with icvercace take out high huftr tn. 
Tce & we enk thee with day-bocnk dow 


Shouk from the May-thorn bluflum , rwac wn one 


Touch we thy forehead with our buly wand 

Now thou art fully parg'd. Now oi iter 

To vine and tw ws. Hence then, amy fon, 

Hie thee, tw yonader altar, where cur Bands 

Shall arm thee duly Nn with elm 24) revue 

+ of waruke enterprise. [ Exit Elan 
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CARACTACUS, CHORUS, ARVIRAGUs>, 
EVELINA. 
CARACTACUS. 
"Tis true, my fon, 
Bold arc their bearings, and I fear me not 
I like them well. Yet would to righteous beav'n 
I hoſe valiant veterans, that on Snowdon guard 
Ther ſcanty pittance of bleak liberty, 
Were here to join them ; we would tcach theic wolves, 
Tho” we permit their rage to prow! our coafts, 
That vengeance waits them ere they rob our altars, 
Hzi!, Druid, hail ! we find thy valiant guards 
Accoutred fo, as well beſpeaks the wiiddom 
That fram'd their phalanx. We but wait thy bleſſing 
Io lad them *painft the for. 
CHORUS. 
CanacTacys! 
Behold this fword : The ſword of old Berizeys, 
Sad with the blood of grants, and its name 
TririnGvs, Many an age its charmed blade 
Has fiept within von conſecrated trunk. 
Lo, 1 unſheath it, King; 1 wave it o'er thee z 
Mk, what portentous cams of icarket light 
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F iow from the brandidh's falchion. On ty ka 
Kecove he lacied pl dge — Mad 94/5 cus words. 
By the bright cucle of the gokien fon, 
By the AH courtes of the errant moon, 
By the dread potcacy of every fas 
| hat fluds the myiiic 2odies > burnng gre, 
By cach, and all of thcic bugrrnal bgas, 
We do adjure ther with Us Walty diade, 
To guard you central oak, whoie bubct fra 
lavolves the ans of high T azazs: 
This be thy charge; ww which in ad we jon 


Ohe, and cur age boethorn. With owe wala 


| gy ton and the Brigaatian prince fhail nas 
lac wrfkun on the toc. 

CARACTACUES 

la this, and ah, 

Be ours obſervance meet. Yer: furely, Drwd, 
The freſh and afiive vigour of theie youths 
Isi euer tun with this unpurt a. Charge. 
Not hu my heart (hriaks at ihe glucans DM, 
But will with ready £2) pot Wil is brow 
C pon the facred routes, my Rmelt courlge 
Might ta wo fave, Vat, Fathers, Lam id; 
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And if I fell the foremoſt in the onſct, 
Should leave a ſon behind, might ſtill defend you. 
CHORUS. 
The ſacred adjuration we have utter d 
May never be recall'd. 
CARACTACUS. 
Then be it fo. 
But do not think, I counſel this thro" fear : 
Old as 1 am, I truſt with half our powers 
I could drive back theſe Romans to their ſhips ; 
Daſtards, that come as doth the cow'ring fowler 
To tangle me with ſnares and take me tamely ; 
Slaves, they ſhall find, that ere they gain their prey, 
They have to hunt it boldly with bard'd ſpears, 
And meet ſuch conflit, as the chafed boar 
Gives to his tout aſſailants. Oh ye Gods ! 
That I might inftant face them. 
CHORUS. 
Be thy ſon's 
The onſet. 
ARVIRAGUS. 
From his ſoul that ſon doth thank ye, 
Blefling the wiſdom, that preſerves his father 
Thus to the laſt, Oh if the fav'ring Gods 
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— vengeance on the zor, 
4 — 
— taſk. Steel then, ye powers of heas” 
my hem foul with your own furtitude, f 
eee Give me courage, 
knows not make 
rage, revenge, that knuws 
2 1 
2 fieep vengrance wa — 
in its ſheath my fword. hy | 
CARACTACUS. 
1 Oh hear his facher * | 
raſhack fpur'd me on, great Gods, 
To acts of danger rng for renwan 
r 
2 ] am the thing you mc 
1 oY 
——— — 
ble hun, bit bn wich 2 mukder face ' 
EVELIN | 
A. 
hg re Og 
een they” balf the yrars her life tas awmber's, 
2 


* 
— 
—=— COTTON 
a . * — 


| [ 24 ] 

Ev'n nine long years has drag'd a trembling being; 
Beſet with pains and perils. Give her peace ; 
And, to cndear it more, be that bleſt peace 
Won by her brother's ſword. Oh bleſs his arm, 
And bleſs his valiant followers, One, and all. 

ELIDURUS A earned.” 
Hear, hcav'n ! and let this pure and virgin pray't 
Plead cn for Exipuxvus, whoſc fad foul 
Cannot look up to your immortal thrones, 
And urze his ownl#cquett : Elſe would he aſk, 
That all the dangers of th" approaching fight 
Might fall on him alone: That every ſpar 
The Romans wicld might at his breaſt be aim'd ; 
Each arrow darted on his rattling helm ; 
That the brother of this beautcous maid, 
Might bear them to her boſom. 

CHORUS. 
Now riſe ll; 

And heav'n, that knows, what moſt ye ought to aſk, 
Grant all ye ought to have. Behold, the ftars 
Are faded; univerſal darkneſs reigns. 
Now is the dreadful hour, now will our torches 
Glare with more livid horrour, now our ſhricks 


And 
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And clanking arms will more appall the tor. 
But heed, ye Bards, that for the fign of oat 
Yc found the annenectt of 2!) your riymes, 


Whodc birth aden autos ave, avs was iam 'd 


Its lofty firagns : The farce of that high a 


Did Juris feel, when, fr'd by a, our faurbers 


Fuft drove him recreant tÞ bu huge; znd 
Had far'd his fecund hadeg, but that fare 
Silcnc'd the maſter Bard, who ied the feng. 


Now forth, brave Pair ! Go, with our bleffing 2» + 


Mute be the march, as ye aſcend the hill - 


Then, when ye hear the found of our halt mumper, 


Fall on the foc. 
CARACTACUES. 
Now glory be ty guaie ; 
Pride of my foul, go forth and conquer. 
EVELINA 


Broher, 
Vet one embrace. Oh thou much-tonour d Stwanger, 


| charge thee fight by my dear brother's nr, 
And flvcld him from the fuc , for he mae, 
Return thy ſuccour. 


— 4ruir as and Eldar. 
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CHORUS. 

Now, ye Prieſts, with ſpeed 
>Strew on the altar's height your ſacred leaves, 
ind light the morning flame. But why is this ? 
Why doth our brother Mapos ſnatch his harp 
From yonder bough ? Why this way bend his ftep ? 

CARACTACUS. 
He is entranc d. The fillet burſts, that bound 
His liberal locks ; his ſnowy veſtments fall 
In ampler folds ; and all his floating form 
Doth ſecm to gliſten with divinity ! 
Yet is he ſpeechleſs. Say, thou Chief of Bards, 
What is there in this airy vacancy, 
Shouidit ſcgn thus wildly ? wherefore heaves thy breaſt ? 
ny itari 
CHORUS. 
ODE. 
L .. 
Hark heard ye not yon footſtep dread, 
That ſhook the carth with thund'ring tread ? 
"Twas Deack.—In hafte 
The Warrior paſt; 
High tower d his helmed head 
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I mark'd his mail, I mark's his hits, 
I 'ſpy's the ſparkling of his fprar, 
1 Gw hs giant arm the falchon wild, 
Wide war's the bick'ring blade, and fs's the angry «ic. 
L 2. 
On me (he cry'd) my Britons, wait, 
To lead you to the ed of fats 
I come : You car, 
That cleaves the air, 
Deſcends to throne my Rate : 
] mount your Champion and vour Gu. 
My proud fteeds ncigh beneath h. thong 
Hark ! to my wheels of braſs, that rattle loud | 
Hark ! to my * clarion mail, that brays the woos amun; ' 


Hourly at my palace gate ; 
Aud whcn o'es Nane calms my rod | wave, 
Theſe on the tyrant king and comers fare 
Ruſb with vindictive rage, and drag them wo ther 21 ove. 
0 Mo one & As Ubies Moe A winded cet, 
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But ye, my Sons, at this high hour 
Shall ſhare the fulneſs of my power: 

From all your bows, 

In level'd rows, 
My own dread ſhafts ſhall ſhower. 

Go then to conqueſt, gladly go, 
Deal forth my dole of deſtiny, 

With all my fury daſh the trembling foe 
Down to thoſe darkſome dens, where Rome's pale 


ſpectres lie. 


II. 2. 
Where creeps the ninefold ftream profound 
Her black inexorable round, 
And on the bank, 
To willows dank, 
The ſhiv'ring ghoſts are bound. 
Twelve thouſand creſcents all ſhall ſwell 
To full-orb'd pride, and fading die, 
Ere they again in life's gay mankons dwell : 
Not ſuch the meed that crowns the ſons of Liberty. 
U. 3 
No, my Britons ! battle-lain, 
Rapture gilds your parting hour : 
I, that all deſpotic reign, 
Claim but there a moment's power. 
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5wiitly the foul of Nun fame 
Anunates fome L:ndeee frame, 
Swiſtly to lite and light rrivwmphant fhes, 
Exuits again wn mn cataties, 
Again for trecdom bghts, again for freedom 4:cs. 
| CARACTACUS 
I: dues, it dors ! waconquer'd, waddmay's, 
] follow—give me way. Some bleſſed Galt 
Will rid me of this clog of cumb'rous age; 
Aad | :gain ſhall in fore happurs moud 
Ric to redeem my country. 
CHORUS 
Seay thee, Pnace, 
And marks what clear and nber uv Clouds 
Riſe from the altar's verge, and cleave the : 
Oh 'tis a proſperous omen ' Soon cxpet 
To hear glad idings. 
CARACTACUS 
1 wil icnd them w thee. 
CHORUS 
But ſce, 2 Bard approachcs, and he bears them : 
Elſe u bus cye no herald to hs bag. 
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BARD, CHORUS, CARACTACUS, 
CARACTACUS. 
Speedily tell thy tale. 
BARD. 
A tale like mine, - 
I truſt your cars will willingly purſue 
Turo each glad circumſtance. Fuſt, Monarch, learu, 
The Roman troop is fled. 
CHORUS. 
Great Gods, we thank ye ! 
CARACTACUS. 
Fought they not ere they fled ? Oh tell me all, 
a BARD. 
Silent, as night, that wrapt us in her veil, 
We pac'd up yonder hill, whoſe woody ridge 
O'crhung the ambuſh'd for. No ſound was heard, 
Step felt, or ſight deſcry'd : for ſafely hid, 
Beneath the purple pall of ſacrifice 
Did flecp our holy fire, nor ſaw the air, 
Tin to that paſs we came, where whilom Baur 
Planted his five hoar altars. To our rites 
Then ſwift we haſted, and in one ſhort moment 
The rocky piles were cloth'd with livid flame. 
Near cach 2 Druid, whoſe ficrn voice 
Thunder 4 
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Thunder d deep execratinns on the foc. 
Now wak'd our hurrrd fymphony, now ul 
Our harps terrific rang : Meanwhile the grove 
Trembled, the altars hook, and theo” our ranks 
Our Lered fers ruth'd n ſable robes, 
Wich hai diſhevel'd, and tuncreal brands 
Hurt d round with menacing fury. On they nul 
In berce and frantic mand, 2s is thei woat 
Amd the magic rites, they dv w Night 
In their deep dens below. Mutions like thef® 
Were never dar'd before in open air! 
CHORUS. 

Did 1 not fay, we had a pow'r within ws, 
That might appall cn Romans ? 

BARD. 


And « did. 
They uod gast, and w our vollicd darts, 
That thick as hail fell on theu Nl wad corters, 
Scarce rais'd a wanding fhxcld. The Gord rrumper 
Then tent the air, and inflrant at the Ggnal 
Ruſh's down Arviaacys with all ewr walhls; 
A hot, but hont-liv'd, conf& then cnin's: 
For foon they fied. I aww the Roemans oy, 
Betoce | left rhe field. 


CARAC- 
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CARACTACUS. 
My fon purſu df 
BARD. 
Did fide by fide cngage. Death ſeem'd to guide 
Their ſwords, no ſtroke fell ſruitleſs, every wound 
Gare him 2 victim. d 
CARACTACUS. 
Thus my friend Eu Aces! 
Ili-fated prince ! didft thou and I in youth 
Unite our valours, In his prime he fell, 
On Conway's banks I faw him fall, and flew 
His murderer But how far did they purſue ? 
BARD. 
En to the ſhips : For I deſcry'd the rout, 
Far 25 the twilight gleam would aid my fight, 
CARACTACUS. 
Now, thanks to the bright ftar that rul'd his birth 
Yes, he will ſoon return to claim my bleſſing, 
And he ſhall have it pour'd in tears of joy 
On his bald breaſt ! methought I heard a ftep: 
Is it not his ? 


BARD. 
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BARD. 
"Tis fone of our own wain, 
And a5 | think, they lead fix Romans captive. 
CHORUS, CARACTACUS, CAFTIVES 
CHORUS. 
My brethren, bear the prifencrs to the eu, 
"Till we demand them. 
CARACTACUS. 
Paulc ye vet awilc 
| They form of bold demenner, and have belms, 
That ſpeak them leaders. Hear ave, Romans, hon 
That you are captives, is the chance of was : 
Yet captives as ye are, in Brian's oye 
Ye are not faves, Babarans, the” ve call a, 
We know the native rights, man clnums from 24, 
And therefore never - we gall your anks 
With chains, or drag you at our feythed ons 
la arrograace of tivaph. Nor "tl! rwghe 
By Rome (what Nun fare fhould Kaen enn 
Her avarice, wil! we berter you for . 
True, ye are captives, and our country's fiery 
Forbids, we give you back te liberty - 
We give you therefore wo the immorrat C4, 
To them we lift you in the radiant cow. 
LC k 6; 
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Of facrifice. They may in limbs of freedom 

Replace your frec-born ſouls, and their high mercy 

Haply ſhall to ſome better world advance you ; 

Or clic in this reſtore that golden gift, 

Which loſt, leaves life a burden. Does there breathe 

A w:etch ſo pall'd with che vain fear of death 

Can call this cruclty ? tis love, tis mercy ; 

And grant, ye Gods, if cer I'm made a captive, 

1 mect the like fair treatment from the foe, 

Whoſe ſtronger ſtar quells mine. Now lead them on, 

And, while they live, treat them, as men ſhould men, 

And not as Rome treats Britain, { Exenar Captive. 

Druid, theſe, 

En ſhould their chief eſcape, may to the Gods 

In ſacrifice—— Whence was that fhrick ? 

EVELINA, CARACTACUS, CHORUS. 
EVELINA. 


My father, 
Support me, take me trembling to your arms ; 
All 's not well. Ah me, my fears o'ercome me | 

CARACTACUS. 
What mcans my child ? 

EVELINA. 
Alas ! we are betray'd. 

Een now as wand'ring in yon caftera grove 
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I call's the Gods ts aid ws, the dread nnd 
Of many y fieps did mort mine cas 
1 hu way they prett. 
CARACTACUS 
Daughter, A . . ⁰ 
EVELINA 
Methought | Ces the flame of Lyne Doan, 
And what did gluter to my dazzics hgh, 
Like twores and beims. 
CARACTACUS. 
All, ull the = <orage 


Of maiden fear. 
EVELINA 
Nay, if mine <a7 multouk aut, 
1 heard the wantor'y vorce, whe that way ap d, 
Calling to arms. 
CARACTACUS 
Away with wile wroues | 
Know, thy brave brother's hab is crown'd with con 
quett, 
Our Foes arc fied, their leaders are our cagtives. 
Seile, my le d child, and imtace the fon, 
That riſes ruddy from behind yoo cas 
Ty hail him vide. 
K CHO- 
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CHORUS. 
That the rifing ſun 
Oh heorrour ! harrour ! facrilegious fires = 
Devour our groves : They blaze, they blaze Oh found 
The trump again ; recall the prince, or all 
Is loft. 
CARACTACUS. 
Druid, where is thy fortitude ? 
Do not I live ? Is not this holy fword 
Firm in my graſp? I will preſerve your groves. 
Eritons, I go: Let thoſe that dare die nobly, | 
Follow my ftcp. { Exit Carattecuc, 
EVELINA. 
Oh whather does he go ? 
Return, return: Ye holy men, recall him. 
What is his arm againſt a hoſt of Romans ? 
Oh I have loſt a facher 
CHORUS. 
Ruthlels Gods ! 
Ye take away our ſouls: A general panic 
Rcigns due the grove, Oh fiy, my brethren, fy, 
To aid the king, fy to preſerve your altars ! 
Alas | "tis all in vain ; our fate is fit. 
Look there, look there, thou milcrable maid ! 
Behold ty bleeding br ther. AR- 


ARVIRAGUS, ELIDURUS, EVELINA, 
CHORUS. 
ARVIRAGUS 

Thanks, guos yourd | 

Vase haft thou brought me to that holy (put, 
Where 1 did with dic. Swppant me fk 
Oh, 1 am fk to drach. Yer ene fiep mare; 
Now lay me genzly down. 1 wookt dng as 
This life, the” at forme cult of thanks and prmgs, 
IE long crnough w cham my taker » blahag, 
And f_ my laſt breath ia wy filters ame. — 
And here ſhe Karle, poor maid! all und wh gut 
Refrain thy furrow, grack® Evetina, 
Truc, thou doft foe ms bleed : | bliced © drach. 

EVELINA | 
Sein thou to drath ? Oh Gods! the hacked faſt 
Is buried in bis brat. You, be mult dies 
And I, alas ! am dnom's w fs him dic. 
Where are your brakng arts, medicinal herds, 
Ye huly men, your wonder - workang tails ? 
Pluck me but out thu hatt, Rach but wh bined, 
And | wil! call down bicefiags oa your heads 
Wan fuck a fervency—Aad cas ye act ' 
Then let me beg yus cu my beaded hace, 
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Give to my miſery ſome opiate drug, 
May ſhut up all my ſenſea Ves, good fathers, 
Mingle the potion fo, that it may kill me 
Jeſt ar the inftant, this poor languiſher 
Heaves his laſt figh. 
ARVIRAGUS. 
| Talk not thus wildly, filter, 
Think on our father's 2g 
EVELINA. 
Alas | my brother | 
We have no father now ; or if we have, 
He is a captive. 
ARVIRAGUS. 
Captive! Oh my wound ! 
It ſlings me now—But is it ſo? [Turning to the Chern. 
CHORUS, 
Alas ! 
We know no more, ſave that he ſallied ſingle 
To meet the for, whoſe unexpefted hoſt 
Round by the caſt had wound their fraudful march, 
And fir d our groves. 
ELIDURUS. 
Oh fatal, fatal valour ! 
Then is be feiz'd, or lain. 


AR- 
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ARVIRAGUS 
Teo for be is ! 
Druid, not half the Romans met cur fronds ; 
We found the fraud wo hae : the omit ace yoades. 
CHORUS 


How could they gain the pats ? 
ARVIRAGUES 
The wrote, what feud 
That way, r-turn'd, conduchag half tc puwer> , 
And—But thy pardon, youth, | will 26 wound hee, 
He is thy brother. 
ELIDURUES 
Thus my hoactt word 
Shall furce the bluod from the dewties heat, 
That holds allance with hum. 
ARVIRAGUS. 
Eingabe, 
Hold, oa cur fricndibip, bold. ee. 
Look on this innocent maid. She mult wn Rome, 
Captive to Rome. Thou rf warn like Gow from me, 
Ere long he'll have ao brother. Hear'n's my wrnets, 
1 do not wiſh, that thou ſhouldft hive the bane 
Of Rome : But yer the is my files. 
ELIDURUS. 
l Prace, 
Tha 
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Thou urgelt that, might make me drag an age 
In fetters worſe than Roman. I will live, 
And while I ive——— 
Eur BARD. 
Fly to your caverns, Druids, 
. The chief approaches. 
| CHORUS. 

Let him approach, we will confront his pride ; 
The Seer that rules amid the groves of Mona 
Has not to fear his fury. What tho” age 
Slackens our finews ; what tho' ſhicld and fword 
Give not their icon aid to guard our body ; 
Yet virtue arms our foul, and 'gainſt that panoply 
What 'vails the rage of robbers ? Let him come. 

ARVIRAGUS. 
I faint apace.— Ye venerable men, 
If ye can fave this body from pollution, 
If ye can tomb me in this ſacred place, 
I cruſt ye will. I fought to fave theſe groves, 
And, fruitleſs tho I fought, ſome grateful ank, 
I cruſt will ſpread its reverential gloom = 4 
O'er my pale aſhes— Ab that pang was death 
My ſiſter, OB { Dicer. | 
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ELIDURUS. 
She fans | Ab rail hor eres 


EVELINA 
Ys, 
Now he is dead. I felt his part go 
la a cold figh, and as it paſt, merhought 
It paus'd awhile, and trembled un wy lips | 
Take me not from him : Brcacthlck a be ©, 
He is my brother fill, and if the Gods 
Do plcaic to grace hun with fore happuct boiwy, 
They ac'er can give t6 him a fonder fiter. 

CHORUS. 
ben, farrovnd the cn, and, oe the foe 
Approaches, chant with mect wicma:ts 

SEMICHORUES. 


all Na-, gratetul Bards cmpiu, 
Le bun deu godlite Hero ww» he &y. 
L |! EMI 
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S EMICHO RVUS. 
King out, ye mortal ſtrings ; 
That o'er the jaſper arch felf-warbling fwings 
Of bleft AwpaasTer's throne : 
Thy ſacred ſounds alone 
Can celebrate the fall | 
Of bold AxvitaGus=—{ Exter Aulus Didius and Romans. 
AULUS DIDIUS, CHORUS, EVELINA, 

| ELIDURUS. 
AULUS DIDIUS. 
Ye bloody pricfts, 
Behold we burſt on your infernal rites, 
Nor hope that ſuperſtition's ruthleſs Rep 
Shall wade in Roman gore. Ye ſavage men, 
Did not our laws give licenſe to all faiths, 
We would o'crturn your altars, headlong heave 
Theſc ſhapelcſs ſymbols of your barbarous Gods, 
And let the golden ſun into your caves. + 
CHORUS. 

Servant of CxsAR, has thine impious tongue 
Spent the black venom of its blaſphemy ? 
It has. Then take our curſes on thine head, 


Eva 
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Ev'n hu fell curſes, who eee Moos, 
V icegerent of thote Gods thy pride e 

AULUS DIDIUVS 
Bold prict, I fcorn thy curtes, r thy els. 
Soldicra, go frarch the caves, and tree the Pes 
Take heed, ye fre Canactacys dive. 
Arreſt yoo youth , load him with heavictt cum, 
He hall tw C 224m anfwcr for bus come. 

ELIDURUS. 

1 fland prepar'd to rivmph wu my une. 

AULUS DIDIUES 
Tis well, proud boy—Look w the beautmrous maid, 
| [Ts the faldiers. 
That tranc'd in grief, bende % your dleaing cute, 
Reipcct her fwrrows. 

EVELINA 
Heace ve barbarous mon, 

Ye ſhall not take him well ring thus in blues, 
To chew at Rome, what Bricifh victue was. 
Avaunt | The beeachlefs budy that vc wu 
Was once Avas 

AULUS DIDI 
Fear us not, Priacet, 


We reverence the dead. 
LI C40 
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CHORUS. 
Would too to hes u, 
Ye reverenc'd the Gods but ev'n enough 
Not to debaſe with flavery's cruel chain, 
What they created free. 
AULUS DIDIUS. 
The Romans fight 
Not to enſlave, but humanize the world. 
CHORUS. 
Go to, we will not parley with thee, Roman 
Inſtant pronounce our doom. 
AULUS DIDIUS. 
Hear it, and thank us, 
This once our clemency ſhall ſpare your groves, 
If at our call ve yield the Britiſh King 
Vet learn, when next ye aid the fors of CAA, 
That each old oak, whoſe folemn gloom ye boaſt, 
Shall! bow beneath our axes. 
CHORUS. 
Be they blaſted, 
Whene'er their ſhade forgets to ſhelter virtue. 
Emer BARD. 
Mourn, Mona, mourn. CARACTACTS5 is captive | 
And doft thou imilc, falic Roman do not thank 


He 
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He tell an easy prey. Know, ce be wle, 

Thy brave veterans bled. He wo, thy fy. 

The bee Briganuan prince, hath ed bis fraud 

With death. Burtbng hiv” amned ranks, that keman'd 

The ca round, the brave Canacyacyus 

dc d has falſe thruat , and a5 be gave hun death 

Indignant thunder'd, * | bus is my loft rok: 

* The zee of juſtice.” Numbers then opport him 

| Gw the fave, that cowardly behind 

Punion'd bis arms ; | ow the facred fawd 

Writh'ds from bis grafp : 1 Gs, what now ve fon, 

Ia le hgh | thotke barbarous bonds won has. 

CARACTACUS, AULUS DIDIUS, CHORUS. ac. 

CARACTACUS. 

Romans, methaaks the malice of your tyrant 

Might fwrnith heavier chans. Old a | ann, 

And with<c:'sd 25 you fee thee was wan vans, 

T rut me, they hall fwpport the woightie aw 
Proud-<refled folder ' | Fi: Drain. 

Who fcem'ft the maſter-anorcr ia ts $obuats, 

Say, coft thou read kefs women on mw boo, 

Than when thou met'® me in the ack of wa 


Heading wy patzans ? No, ay es duct we 


the 
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Has ſcorn ftill left to ſparkle thro” theſe eyes, 
And fro dehance on thee. ls n thus 
{ Seeing bis for's body, 
Then I'm indeed 2 captive. Mighty Gods ! 
My foul, my foul ſubmits ; Patient it bears 
The pond'rous load of grief ye heap upon it. 
Yes, it will grove! in this ſhatter'd breaft, 
And be the ſad tame thing, u ought to be, 
Coopt in 2 fervile body. 
AULUS DIDIUS. 
Droop not, King. 
When CLavpirs, the great maſter of the world, 
Shall hear the noble tory of thy valour, 
Hu pity 


CARACTACUS. 
Can 2 Roman pity, faidicr ? 
And if he can, Gods ' muſt a Briton bear ud 
ARvVIRacus, my bold, my breathleſs boy, 
Thou haft cicap d fuch pity ; thou art free. 
Here in high Mons ſha!! thy noble limbs 
Reſt in a noble grave ; poſterity 
Snall to thy tomb with annua) reverence bring 
Sepulchra! ſtones, and piic them to the clouds: 
u mine 
AULUS 
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AULUS 1916 
T'he ins doth hafien was drgaatuce. 
Prepaze thee, King, go: A fav ring gale 
Now Wet ous tals 
CARACTACUS 
Lnielttan, Rat thus wt ' 
Duſt thou deny a anomnicut by 4 tether | 
To hed a rw wares wars oor bis dead four * 
I well thee, chich, this ah might chains @ lids, 
To & it duly ; even & lhager life, 
Than frrow ever fulfer'd. Cruck mas * 
And thou denice me moments, Bo in @, 
| know you Romans weep wt fus yous hulren ; 
Ye uiammph 0's your was, and think it walous 
1 wiwmph in wy wars. Yeo, beſt-lov's boy, 
Yes, I can weep, can fall gon thy cocke, 
And | can was my hairs, thei few grey hae, 
The oaly honours was and age hae it me. 
Ah fon then mightit have d vs many nations, 
Raſh that | was, nc kacw the guiden court 
Diſcretion hangs oa brav'ry ; Elke perchance 
Thee men, that tien tetters on thy ther, 
dd him for peace, and Claim 4 eue. 
Ares 
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AULUS DIDIUS. 
Rut thou was ſtill implacable to Rome, 
And ſcorn'd her friendſhip. 
>a aw 2.co_w_ 
Soldier, I had arms, 
Had neighing fteeds to whirl my iron cars, 
Had wealth, dominion. Doſt thou wonder, Roman, 
J fought to fave them What if C x54 aims 
To lord it univerſal o'er the world, 
Shall the world tamely crouch at C x5 an's footftool ? 
AULUS DIDIUS. 
Read in thy fate our anſwer. Yet if ſooner 
Thy pride had yielded 
CARACTACUS. 
Thank thy Gods, I did not. 
Had it been fo, the glory of thy maſter, 
Like my misfortunes, had been ſhort and trivial, 
Oblivion's ready prey: Now after ſtruggling 
Nine years, and that right bravely gainſt a tyrant, 
I am his flave to treat as feems him good ; 
If cruclly, twill be an cafy wit 
To bow a wretch, zlas ! how bow d already ! 
Down to the duſt If well, his clemency, 
— JAI 
* 
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l Qune in honour” annals, and adorn 
Himdelf ; it boots not me. Look there, look there, 
The flave that hot that dart, WPF ev'ry hope 
Of lot Canacracus! Ai, my daughter. 
Alas ! poor Prince ; art thou tos in vide ferrers ? 

J. Eldon. 

Come hither, youth Bc thou tw me 2 fon, 
To her a brother. Thus with wembling amms 
| lead you forth ; children, we go tw Rome. 
Wen thou, my gal | priches hoard thy was» 
For we have much to tell ber, b w tay 
Of theſe good men, who nuns w in Mons ; 
Much of the fraud and malice, that parfu'd «a ; 
Mauch of her fon, who pour'd his procious blazt 
To fave his fre and filter | Thazk'® thaw, mac, 
Her genen can hear the tale, and hive 7 
Aad yet he nut. Oh Gods, | grow 2 nilhen” 
Grief and old age are ever full of weeds 
But I'll be nate. Adics! ye baby an; 
Yet one look more —Noew ka a bones oa in 
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Wa aware, when 1 nt you my * Prem, that 
would be lable t te very objections you make 


Drama, your objections to the preſent Pucm would be 
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minant, and in which even love had the principal 
ſhare, Characters too were drawn as nearly approach- 
ing to private ones, as T'ragic dignity would permit ; 
and affections raiſed rather from the impulſe of com- 
mon humanity, than the diſtreſſes of royalty and the 
fate of kingdoms. Beſides this, for the fake of natural 
embelliſhment, and to reconcile mere modern readers 
to that ſimplicity of fable, in which I thought it ne- 
ceſſary to copy the Antients, I contrived to lay the 
ſcene in an old romantic foreſt. For, by this means, 
I] was enabled to cnliven the Poem by various touches 
of paſtoral deſcription ; not aſhectedly brought in from 
the ſtore-houſe of a pictureſque ima ination, but ne- 
ceſſarily reſulting from the ſcenery of the place telt: 
A beauty fo extremely firiking in the Couus of Milton, 
2nd the As YOU LIKE 1T of Shakefſpear ; and of which 
the Greek Muſe (though fond of rural Imagery) has 
afforded few examples, befides that admirable ane in 
the PrH1LOCTETES of Sophoclcs. 


By this idea I could wiſh you to regulate your criti- 
ciſm. I need not, I think, obſerve to you that theie 
deviations from the practice of the Antients may be 
reaſonably defended. For we were long fince agreed, 
gallantry, but makes the foundation of the diftrefs, 
it is, from the univerſality of its influence, a paſhon 
very proper for Tragedy. And I have feen you 0 
much moved at the repreſentation of ſome of our beſt 
 Tragedies of private ſtory, to believe you will condemn 
mr for making the other deviation. 
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fidered as 3 characteritiic of by valt wad wonrgiaal go 
mus; and conkguenely fot up as 4 mods! ins fcc 
ing writers. Hence M Voltaice remarks wry pulls, 
Dune is mevite ts cit autor 4 pores bo Theatre Bagltcs. 
Lo tems, gu foul! fait & vepoatiitions dis hommes, nant 
« i Jon lews 5 4e. N- | 


Yer, nacewithilanding the abfurdity of this how fo 
perſtition, the potion 5 ww poplar among Enxlith- 
= 


to adapt thoſe models, as near as may be, to the man- 
ners and taſte of his own times. Unleſs he do both, 
he will, in effect, do nothing. For it cannot be 

arc 


with diſlike. Conſcious therefore of his own dignity, 
and of their demerit, he looked to poſterity 
lIabours. Hence it was perhaps, that he formed hi 
SamysoN AGONISTES on 2 model more fimple 
ſevere than Athens herſcli would have demanded ; 

| (os 
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or Fuipades | wntcading by tha conduct wo pur a5 groue 
2 diftance as podible teen bungcit i bs conmmm- 
porary writers , and ts make bis work [a bu handelt 
lud) me.» dffrous from wut enwng/ whims Ieffod (os 
the beff. The facets of the Prem was, accurdinucty,. 
what cnc would have cxpected. The age, © appeared 
in, weated it with weak acghet; nornher hath thas 
potter:ty, o which be appraled, and wich tus dour 
juſtice to molt of his cher writings, as yet given ws 
this excellent picce its full mxajwre of gopule and 
univerial fame. Perhaps, in your cluier, and thas of 
a few more, who uniffecied!y admire graune nature 
and antent fimphciuy, the Agonittes nay hoid 2 41- 
THoguifhed rank. Yet, furciy, we cannet fav (ns 
Hamlet phraſe) © that it plaajes the Middion ; 22 
Couiar ts the general.” 


Hence, I think, I may conclude, that undes one 
would be content with a very law and very kamed 
poſterity, Milton's conduct in this punt thould nor be 
followed. A Writer of tragedy mult crrminly adape 
himſelf more to the tale; becauſe the Drs- 
matic, of all kinds of Poetry, ought tw be mo# wai- 
verſfally reliſhed and n The Lyric Muſe 
addrcfies herself ro the imagination of 2 reader; the 
DidzHic tw his judgment ; but the Tragic firikes 4i- 
reftly on his paſſions. Few men have a firength of 
maginzten capadilc of purkurng the fights of Pindas , 
many have not 2 clearnefs of apgrebenban foamed w 
the cane of Lucrctns and Poge * But cvery man 
ha: pronto be excited; and corary man fro hem 
excisd by Shukeipear. 

N n Bur, 
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Bur, though Tragedy be thus chiefly directed to 
the heart, it muſt be obſerved, that it will ſeldom at- 
tain its end without the concurrent approbation of the 
judgment. And to procure this, the artificial con- 
firuction of the fable goes a great way. In France, 
the excellence of their ſeveral poets is chiefly meaſured 
by this ſtandard. And amongſt our own writers, if 
you except Shakeſpear (who indeed ought, for his 
other virtues, to be exempt from common rules) you 
will find, that the moſt regular of their compoſitions 
is generally reckoned their Chef 4orwore ; witnels the 
All fer Love of Dryden, the ict preſerved of Or- 
way, and the Jan: Shore of Rowe. 


GG HH ET TS 


HE ſcheme, you propoſed in your laſt, is I own 
prafticable enough. Undoubtedly, moſt part 

of the Dialogue of the Chorus might be put into the 
mouth of an Emma or Matilda, who, with ſome little 
ew of fiſterly concernment, might be cally made 
to claim kindred with Earl Athclwold. Nay, by the 
addition of a few unneceſſary incidents, which would 
cut me no more than they are worth in contriving, 
and an unmcaning perſomage or two, who would be 
as little expence in creating, I believe I could quickly 
make the whole tolerably fit for an Englith Audience. 


Bor for all this I cannot perſuade myſelf to enter 
upon the taſk. I have, I know not how (like many 
of my berters) contraſted a kind of veneration for the 
Chorus; and am willing to think it eſſential to the 

Tragic 
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Tragic Drama. You hall hear the rafons that nm 


neceſſary icftraint on the Par. The wo Unaics «f 
Ume and arc Me by Ga of kf cont 
quence in our modern Tragedy, than the thard Unucy 


fill cette lngue carricre de cing actes, which a Wii 
fuſficiently experienced in theſe matters, fays, of 
pred gies ſement difficile 2 rempliy ſans EH. 


Brr, whatever theſe Play-makers may have gained 
by rejecting the Chorus, the truc Poct has loft con- 
fiderably by it. For he has loſt 2 graceful and natural 
reſource to the embelliſhments of Pictureſque Deſcrip- 
tion, ſublime allegory, and whatever elſe comes under 
the E-nom:ination of pure Pam. Shakeſpcar, indeed, 
had the power of introducing this naturally, and, 
what is moſt ftrange, of joining it with pure Paſſes. 
But 1 make no doubt, if we had a Tragedy of his 
formed on the Greek model, we ſhould find in it more 


capacity, than in any ſingle compoſition be has left us. 
I think you have 2 proof of this in thoſe parts of his 
hiſtorical 


cen of the ayhe Nen the bamie of Agn- 
court, wouki have made in + heads; and what ad 
doronal grace it would meine bom hat ans of 


Crap on. 


Wire the means of eee Por oy ee 
lof, al, the opportunity of commeyiong mort mike 
tons with grace and propriety. But ths comes more 
property under confideration, when 3 give yew my 
thous te on the advantage te audicace cerned torn 
a well-cunductcy Chorus. 


= = a4 þt = 


N my haſt I wok no nonce of that fuperior gow 
to the ſcene of the Dama. I made no rmarks on 
the agreeable variety it introduced into ihe verfiicatinn 
and metre, not fhewed how, by waitng the harmony 
of the Lyrc w the pomp of the Buſlia, mwiic became 
intumatrly connectrd with it, and furmibed = with 
all its add:tnonal graces. Thott and many other ad- 
vantages I might have infiftcd} upon, had £ rhoughe 
them fo matenal 2 the two | mcanonad , the har of 
whach, namely, its being 2 proper velucte for mmralt 
and Cotment, © © maneriah, that 3 think nocking 
can poffibly nr for the lots of «. 


Is thoſe parts of the Drams, where the .. 
of a mut audacnce 5 mott lable w > milled by what 
Pals 


* 
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mutt 
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in Greece would have placed the painter amongft chat 
Claſs of Artiſts, which they citremed the noblcft, the 
Orr. The greatet Tragic Port could not 
have raiſcd a more exquitite diſtreſs than this judicious 
painter has dane by the attitude of that Soldier; as 


Drama. The character of Pizzas in Ve proferecd, 
when left entirely to the judgment of the audience 
i one of the moſt improper for public view, 


that ever was produced on any ſtage. It is almoſt im- 
poſſible, but ſome part of the ſpeRtators ſhould go 
from the repreſentation with very falſe and immoral 
impreffions. But had the Tragedy been written on 
the antient plan; had Picrre's character bern drawn 
juſt as it is, and ſome few alterz:-ons made in Ir 's. 
I know no two characters more capable of doing icr- 


Vice 


rice in 2 nel, when jullly wnmaducrted «gun 
by the Chorus. I don't oy, I would have walled 
Otway with the writing of i. 


} 


vent, aud the mot fublioc tow of wn 
ed Purtry, 2 all nobly and naricrilly ware 
ts You 
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Yet I am told, that neither that, nor the Efber, re- 
tains its Chorus, when repreſented on the French 
Theatre. | 


To what is this owing? To the refinement moſt 
certainly of our modern muſic. This art is now car- 
ried to ſuch a pitch of perſection, or if you will of 
corruption, which makes it utterly incapable of being 
an adjunct to Poetry, I! y @ grand apparence, que tes 
progres gue vous avez faits dans la muſique, ont nui 
n a crux de ba veritable Tragedic. Ct wn talent, 
gui @ fait tort 4 wn autre; fays M. Voltaire with his 
uſual! taſte and judgment. Our different cadences, 
our divifons, variations, repetitions, without which 
modern muſic cannot ſubhſt, are entirely improper for 
the exprefhon of poetry, and were ſcarce known to 
the Antients. 


— CORO 
necefiarily arrendant on fuch 2 
make the matter imprafticable. This Mr. — 
forcfaw long ago. The paſſage is curious. 


« A new Thee, much more ample and much 
« deeper, muſt be made for that purpoſe ; befides the 
4 coft of ſometimes forty or fifty habirs : which is an 
« exp-nce too large to be ſupplied by a company of 
Actors. It is trur, I ſhould net be forry to fee a 
Gen on 2 Thratre, more than as large and as 
deep again as ours, built and adorned at a King's 
„ Charers; and on that condition, and another, which 
« js, that my hands were not bound behind me, as 
« now they arc, I ſhould not deſpair of making fuck 
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* 6 Tragedy as maght be buth infraltiuc and dlightfnd 
« according t the manner of the Grecians.” What 
he means by having bus bends bonnd, 3 imagine, ©, 
that he was crther engaged ts bis fubſeribers f 2 
Tranſlation of Virgil, or ts the manager of the Vhea- 
we for © many plays a feafon. This fuitrage of Mr. 
Dryden is, however, very appotite to the preient pon. 
It ſerves, alfo, to vindicatc @y Aga of imutazing the 
Greek Drama. For if be, who was & prevadiced i 
the modern ſtage, 235 w think tr gu, 2: capa) borauty 
in it; if he, | Gay, owns that the grand ee 
a deleftare was the churacterithe of the Gro Dram 
only, nothing can better jullify my preſent amempt 
than the approdation be Lives by it in hs pattie. 


HavixG now fertled with you 2/] maiters of general 
criticiſm, ] hope in your next you will groe me your 
objefhons to francs, fhenches, images, Sc. And be af 
fured | hall teat your judgment ia theſe: mattcrs with 
greater deference, than | have e wa what ciated w 
the Stage and the Churus. 


Ponirote Halh, 1753. 
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Page 161. ver. 4 
On the left, 
Reſide the + Sages id in nature's loce : 


+ 4. «. The Euvatcs; cnc of the three claſſes of the 
Druids, according ww Am. Marccellinns. Seudia libe- 
hum doctnnarum inchoata per Baodus, Evans, & 
Druidas. Thus claſs, Strabo wik ws, had the care of 
the ſacrifices, and fudicd natural philotophy , which 
here, by the changeſed wnrwerſe, & fhown w be on Py- 
thagorcan principles. Whenever the Prigf are men- 
tLoncd in the fubfegquent pat, of the Drama, thu os- 
der of men is: intended: to: be meant, 2 deifhaguihed 
trom the Druids and Bards. 


Page 166. ver. 12. 


Thou halt lee; 
Yet ſhalt thou live an iacerdidied wretch, 
All rights of nature cancer d. 
Alluding to the D e cxcummunica- 
tion, mentioned by Caifzr. $% quis aut privanus, aut 
publics, corum decrets aca fu, e 


0 


* The above „„ anihur, wc ow hour 
$42, © ae = kgprt 22 i Dram Z— 
CanancTtacys, tha; mhett the acnmens of ihe Drs; zad wich, ie 
— — — — |» >X Rua 4A ws wwe 4 Brice, 
— . 

4c n 


0 
| 
? 


| 
| 
| 
| 
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dicunt. Hac perna apud cos eit gravifima. Quibut 
ita ft interdictum, ii numero impiorum ac ſceleratoruim 
habcntur—neque is petentibus jus redditur, neque ho- 
hos ullus communicatur. Caf. Com. Lib. vi. 


Page 170. ver. 5. 
Are the milk-white ſteers prepar'd ? 

In the minute deſcription which Pliny gives us of 
— 4 —＋- 
they ſacriced two white bulls. Sce Pliny's Natural 
Hiſtory, I. wi. c. 44. which Drayton, in his Polyol- 
bion, thus verſihes. 

Sometimes within my fl.ades, in many an antient wood, 

The fearleſs tin prcit, under an aged oak, 

Taking a milk-whize bull, untrained with the yoke, 

And with an axe of gold, from that Jove-ſacred wee 

The miflctoe cut down ; then with a bended knee 

On th bew d altar laid, pur to the hatlow'd fires ; 

And whilt i the ſharp flame the trembling fleſh expures, 

As ther ſtrong fury mos d ( when all the reſt adore) 

Up to ch eternal heav's their bloodied hands did rear: 

And whilſt the murm ring woods cv'n ſhudder'd as with fear, 

Preach'd to the beardiefs youth the foul's immortal fta; 

To other bodics ſtill how n ſhould tranſmigrate, 

That to contempt of death them ftroagly dd excne. 

Nanth Song 


Page 171. ver. 3. 
Where our matron ſiſter dwells, 
The cxiftence of female Druids ſeems aſcertained by 
Tacitus, in his deſcription of the final deſtructiom of 
Mona 


121 
Alſo by the known fory of — on whe 
Fletcher formed 2 play, called tc Pruphcms. 


Page 172. ver. 6. 
And the potent aer stone. 


The ovum anguinum, of fergent's ogy ; 2 fumows 
r ˙ Ä 


Drudz le „ eee in eee jatar, eee 
oportere untercigps, hc ulla em amhagat. Protugere ip 
torem cquo, ferpentes cnun infrqui, nc ee 
amais alicuyus utervents, &c. Nas. Hit. |. xxx < 


There are remains of this fupertboron til, duh a 
the northern and weſtern pars of aur ind. For 
Lhwyd, the author of the Archcologia, writes thus = 
Rowland ; fee Mona Antiqua, p. 336. © The Druid 
< doctrine about the Glam Newry, obtwaros very anuch 
< through all Scotland. as well lowlanm> 4 3g ands , 
% but there is not a word of it in this kingdom (bre- 
* had); where, as there are as fakes, they could 
< not propagate it. Beſides fake foors, the high 
< landers bare their (ail-fones, paiduct-tracs, & 
<< to all which they attribute thew wroral miotuens, and 
« wear them as amulers.” And in aorher knner be 
writes, * The Cornih rnmin wary of channs, and 
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« aſleep, and ſtruck a hazel wand in the centre of 
« ſpires.” 
Page 188. ver. 17. 
Have the milk-whue ftceds 
. 


cal, make it neceffary in this, and in ether places of 
the Drama, to have recourſe to Tacitus's account of 
the German: ; amongſt whom, if there were really no 
eftzbiiſhed Druids, there was certainly a great corre- 
ipondency, in religious opinions, with the Gauls and 
Britons, The pailage here alluded to, is taken from 
his eth chapter. Proprium gentis, equorumgue quo- 
que preſagia ac monitus experici, Publice aluntur 
iſdem nemoribus ac lucis, candidi & aullo mortali 
opere contacti, quos preſſos ſacro curry, ſfaccrdes- ac 
rex, vel princeps civitatis comitantur, hinnitus & fre- 
mitus obicri ant, nec ulli auſpicio major ſides non ſalum 
254d plcbem, 1.4 apud proceres, apud ſacerdotes. 
Page 190. ver. 1. 

Thou art a king, a fov'reign ofer frail man 
I am a Druid, fervant of the gods: 

Such ſcrvice is above ſuch for reignty. 

The furremc authority of the Druids over their 
. 


n D 
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Page 190. ver. 16, 


The time will come, when Defſtiay and Deach 
Throa'd in a burning car —— | 
Strabo, and other writers, wel 4, the Drums tawg nc, 


dat>tetm aid gait Gnitd 
ſpon negant. Tac. && monk. Gorn, Mr ade 


w the like purpot, L vi ama pag hs edi 
egos vides wag manned 


n Page 
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Page 205. ver. 10. 


Behold yon buge 
And un hen ſpherc of living adamant. 
This is mant to deſcribe the rocking-ftune, cf 
which there are ſeveral fill tro be fern in Wale, 
Cornwall, and Derbyſhire. They arc univerſally fup- 
d, by antiquarians, to be Druid monuments ; and 
Mr. Tolend thinks, that the Druids made the people 
«+ belicve that they only could move them, and that 
«+ by a miracle, by which they condemned or acquitted 
« the acculſcd, and often brought criminals to confeſs 
hat could in no other way be extorted from them.” 
It was this conjefture which gave the hint for this 
pi-cc of machinery. The reader may find a deſcription 
of on* of theſe rocking-ftones in Camden's Brizanniz, 
in bis account of Pembrokefhire ; and alſo feveral in 
Borlaſc s hiftery of Cornwall. 


Page 235. ver. 15. 
— — And n's name 
T xzx1FixGUsS. 
The name of the cnchantcd ſword in the Hervazes 
Saga. 
Page 237. ver. 3. 


By the bright circle of the golden ſun. 
bis adjuration is taken from the liters] form of the 
old Drut::cal ooch, which hy adminiftcrcd to their 
diſciples ; and which the lcarncd Sclden, in Prolog. de 
Dius 


really happen forme years after, when the graves of 


member > mas Þ ks corpus ne 
ribus praberens. Den oh gr een, & &® 
iph havianes pe mulichesr oO aP2 Cu ER Me 
ſcerent, r nt guns, ow nou obvics & wgns for 
involvunt. Tac. Ana. L wv. © 2% 
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Page 258. ver. 14. 
Theſe ſhapeleſs ſymbols of your barbarous gods. 


The Druids did not really worſhip the dwinu) under 


any ſymbo!, But this is put intentionally into the 
ris. oe ae 
placed round dhe grove, for idols. Thus Lucan in his 


beautiful deſcription of a Druid grove, 


Some imagery from the ſame deſcription is alſo bor- 
rowed in the opening of the Drama. 


Page 264. ver. 2. 
Solder, I had arms. 

This paſſage, and ſome others in this ſcene, arc 
taken from Caraftacu”'s famous fprech in T acitus, 
before the throne of Claudius; but here adapted to his 
dramatic character. 
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